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The Counteſle of Sweuiz diſcouered (itting at a_Ta- 
ble couered with blacke,on which ſtands rwo black 
Tapers lighted, ſhe in mourning. 3 


and Signior M1ZALD V S. 


HMizaldrs. 


> Hat ſhould we doe in this Counteſſes darke hole ? 
4 Shee's ſullenly retyred, as the Turtle : 

Euery day has beene a blacke day with her ſince 

FJ ber husband-died, and what ſhould wee ynruly 
members make here? 

Guid, As melancholy night masques vp heauens face, 

So doth the Eucning-ftarre preſent her ſelfe 
Vnto the carefull ſhepheards gladſome eyes, 
By which vnto rhe fold he leades his flocke, 

Mizald. ZLounds what a ſheepiſh beginning is here? 'ris 
ſaid rtue, Loue is fimple z and it may well hold, and thou art a 
ſimple Louer, | 

Rober. See how yond ſtarre like beauty in a cloud, 
Illumines darkneſle, and beguiles the Moone 
Of all her glory inthe firmament. 

Mizal, Well ſaid Man i th Moone, Was euer ſuch Aſtronos/ 
mers? 
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Enter RoBEtRToO Comntof Cypres, G vip o Count of Arſena, 


L{VUT 


eers? Marry feare none of theſe will fall into the right ditch; 
© © Robert. Madame, wc 
Count. Ha Anna, what are my doores ynbarr'd? 
Miz, lle aſſure you the way into your Ladiſhi P 19 OpClls 
Rob, And God defend that any prophane hand 
Should offer ſacriledge ro ſuch a Saint, 
Louely 1ſabellz, by this dutious kiſle, 
Thas drawespart ofmy ſoule along with it, 
Had I but thought my rude intruſion 
Had wak't the douc-like ſpleene harbour'd within you, 
Life and my firſt borne ſhould not fatisfie 
Such a tranſgreſſion, worthy of a checke,. 
But that Immortals winke at my offence, 
Makes me preſume more boldly : Iam come 
To raiſe you from this ſ@ infernall ſadneſle. 
Iſab. My Lord of Cypres,doe not mockemy gricfe : 
Teares are as due a Tribute to the dead, 
As feare to God,and duty vnto Kings, 
Loue to the Iuſt,or hate ynto the wicked, 
Rober, Surceaſe, 
Belceue itis a wrong ynto the Gods : 
They faile againſt the winde that waile the dead, 
And fince his heart hath wreſtled with deaths pangs, 
From whoſe ſterne Caue none tratts a backward path. 
EL.caue to lament this neceflary change, 
And thanke the Gods, for they can giue as good. 
Iſab. I waile his lofle ! Sinke him ten cubites deeper, 
I may. not feare his reſurreCtion : 
I will be ſworne ypon the holy Writ 
I mourne thus feruent, *caulſc he did no ſooner: 
He buried me aliue, 
And muecd me vp like Cretan Dedalus, 
And with wall-ey'd Ieloufie kept me from hope 
Ofany waxen wings to flye to pleaſure, 
But now his ſoule her Argos eyes hath clos'd, 
AndIamfree as aire, You of my ſexe, 
In the firft low of youth vſe you the ſweets. 
Due to your proper beauties,cie the ebbe 
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And long waine of ynwelcome change ſhall come, 
Faire women play : ſhe's chaſte whom none will haue, 
Heere is a man of a moſt milde aſpe&, 
Temperate,effeminate, and worthy loue, 

One that with burning ardor hath purſued me: 

A donatiue he hath of euery God; 1 
Apollo gaue him lockes, /one his high front, 
The God of Eloquence his flowing ſpeech, >; 
The femenine Deities ſtrowed all their bounties | 
And beauty on his face ; that cye was /anos, 
Thoſe lips were hers that wonne the golden Ball, 


That Virgin-bluſh Diana's: heere they meete, 
As in a ſacred Synod, My Lords, I muſt entreats 
A while your wiſht forbearance, 
Omnes. We obey you Lady, Exit Guido and Mizald 
If. My Lord,with you I haue ſome conference, Ma. Reb. 
Tpray my Lord, do you wooe cucry Lady 
In this phraſe you do me? 
Rob. Faireſt, till now, 
Loue was an Infant in my Oratary. 
Tſab. And kiſſe thus too? | 
Rob, I nee're was ſo kit, leaue thus to pleaſe, 
Blames into flames, ſcas thou powr'ſt into ſeas. 
Iſab. Pray frowne my Lord , let me ſeehow many Wiues 
You'll haue. Heigh-ho, you'll bury me Ifee, 


Rob, In the Swans downe, and tombe thee in mine armes, — 


TIſab. Then folkes ſhall pray in vaineto ſend me reſt, 
Away, you're ſuch another medling Lord, 
Rob. By heauen, iny loue's as chaſte as thou art faire, _ 
And both excced compariſon : by this kiſſe, 
That crownes me Monarch of- another world 
Superiour to the firſt : faire, thou ſhalt ſee 
As vnto heauen, my loue ſo ynto thee (hand, 


Iſab. Alas poore creatures, when we are once o'the falling; + 


A man may eaſily come ouer vs. 

It is as hard for vs to hide our loue, 

As to ſhut ſinne from the Creators eyes, 

Ifaith, my Lord,I had a Months minde ynto you, 
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As tedious, as a full rip'd Maiden-head, 

And Count of Cypres, thinke my loue as pure, 

As the firſt opening of the bloomes in May; 

Your vertues man; nay,let me not bluſh to ſay fo : 

And ſee for your ſakethus I leaue to ſorrow, 

Beginne this ſubtile coniuration with mee, 

And as rhis Taper, due vntothe dead, 
I heerc extinguiſh, ſo my late dead Lord 

I put out eucr from my memory, Pats ont the T aper. 
That his remembrance may not wrong our loue, 

As bold-fac'd women when they wed another, 
Banquet their husbands with their dead loues heads, 

Rob. And as Ilacrifice this ro his Ghoſt, 

With this expire all corrupt thoughts of youth, 

That flame-infatiate deuill Tealoule, 

And all the ſparkes that may bring vnto flame, 

Hate betwixt man and wife, or breed defame. 

Enter M1ZzALDvs and MExDOSA, 
Guid. Marry Amen,I ſay: Madame, are you that were in for 


all day,now come to be infor all night? How now Count Ar= 
ſena? | 


Miz, Faith Signior not vnlike the condemn'd malefaftor, 


That neares his judgement openly prozoutc'd; 
Bur I aſcribe to Fate, Ioy {well your loue, 
Cypres, and Willow grace my drooping creſt, 

Kob. We doentend qur Hymeneall rights 
With the next riſing Sunne, Count Cypres, 
Next'to our Bride, the welcom | to our fealt, 

Count. Arſ. Santta Marir, what thin'ft thou of this change? 
A Players pafſion Tle belceuc hereafter, 
And in a Tragicke Sceane weepe for old Priam. 
When fell reuenging Pirrbas with ſuppoſde 
And artificiall wounds mangles his breaft, 
And thinke it a more worthy a& to me, 
Then truft a female mourning o're her loue: 
Naught that is done of woman ſhall me pleaſe, 
Natures tep-children rather her deſire. 


Az, Learne of a well compoſed Epigram, 
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be Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
A womans loue, and thus 'twas ſung ynto vs : 
The Tapers that ſtood on her husbands heatrſe, 
Iſabell aduances to a ſecond bed ; 
Is it not wondrous ſtrange forto rehearſe. 
Shee ſhould ſo ſoone forget her huſ band dead; 
One houre? for if the husbands life once fade, 
Both loue and husband in one pgraue are laid, 


But we forget qur telues, I am for the marriage 
Of Signior Claridiana, and the fine M*'*, 4brgall. 


Count. Arſ. 1for his arch-foes wedding Signior Rogero, and 


the ſpruce M*"'f, T bais: bur ice, the ſolemne rites arc ended, 
and from their ſcuerall Temples they are come, 
Azald. A cuarrell on my lite, 


Enter at one dore Signior CLARIDIANA, ABIGAL hiswife, 
the Lady LExnTvLvs with Roſemary as from Church. A 
the other dore Signior ROGERO and THA1S his wife, 
Menposa FOSCARI11, Nephew tothe Duke, from the 
Bridall, they ſee one aftother and draw,Count Arſcna and others 

ſtep betweene them. 


Clarid. Good my Lord detaineme nor, I will tilt at him, 
Rogers. Remember, Sir, this is your wedding day, 
And that triumph belongs onely to your wife, 
Rogero, If you be noble, let me cut of his head. 
Clarid, Remember o'the other fide, you haue a Maiden= 
head of your owne to cut off, 
Rog. Tle make my marriage day like to the bloudy bridall 
Alcides by the fiery Centaures had, 
Thais. Husband, deere Husband ! 
Rog, Away with theſe catterwallers, 
Come on fir. Clarid. Thou ſonne of a Iew, 
Gaid. Alas poore wench,thy husband s circumcis'd, 
Clarid. Begot when thy fathers face was toward th Eaſt, 
To ſhew that thou would'ſt proue a Caterpiller : 
His Mefſ1as ſhall not ſaue thee from me, 
I le ſend thee tohim in Collops, 
Arſen. O fry not. in choler ſo Sir, 
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Roger, 
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Roger, Mountebancke with thy Pedanticall aRiong ' 
Rimatrix, Buglors,Rhimocers, 

Mend, Gentlemen, I coniure you 
By the vertues of men, 7 


Rog. Shall any broken Quackſaluers Baſtard oppoſe him ta 
mein my Nuprtials? No, bur T'le ſhew him better Mettall then 
ere the Gallemawfrey his father yvſed, Thou ſcumme of his 
melting pots, that wert chriſtned ina Cruſoile, with Adercaries 
water , to ſhew thou would ft proue aftinging Aſpis; forall 
thou ſpirſt is Aqna fortis,and thy breath is a compound of poy.. 
ſons ſtillatory : If I get within thee, hadſt thou the ſcaly hyde 
of a Crocodile, as thou art partly of his nature, I would leaue 
thee as bare as an Anatomy at the ſecond veiwing. 

Clarid, Thou Iew,of the Tribe of Gad,thar ſure,there were 
none heere but thou and I, would'Rt teach me the Art of brege 
thing, thou would'ſt runne like a Dromidarie, | 

Rog. Thouthat art the tal'ft man of Chriftendome, whea 
thou artalone, if thou doſt maintaincthis to my face, T'le make 
thee s!.ip like an Ounce, 

Mend. Nay, good fir, be you ſtill, 

Rog. Let the Quackſaluers ſonne be ill : 

His father was till, and till, and ftill againe, 


Clarid. By the Almighty Ile ftudy Negromancy but Ile be 
reueng d, 


Arſen. Gentlemen, leaue theſe difſentions, 


Signior Rogero, you arc a man of worth, 


Clarid. True, all the Citie points at him for a Knaue, 


Arſen. You are of like reputation Signior Claridiana: 
The hatred twixt your Grand-fires firſt beganne, 
Impure it to the folly of that age. 


Theſe you diflentions may ereQta faftion, - 
Like to the Capslers and Montagues, 


Mend. Pur it to equall arbitration,chooſe 'your friends, 
The Senators will thinke 'em happy in'r, 


Miz. Tleneer embrace the ſmoake of a Furnace,the quin« 


teſſence of minerall or fimples,or as I may ſay moxe learvedly, 
nor the ſpirit of Quicke-filuer, (all a Iew. 


Clarid; Nor ſuch a Centaure,balfe aman,halfe an Afle, and 
|  Arjenr 
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"Arſen. Nay, then we will be Conftables, and force a quiet: Feat 
Gentlemen, keepe'em affunder,and helpe to perſwade'em, the- 

Mend. Well Ladies,your Husbands bchaue'em as luftily on A{averf 
their wedding daies,as ere] heard any, Nay Lady widow,you Thazs.'# 
and I muſt hauc a falling: youre of Signior izaldu fattion, and 3 


practiſed all the petulant amerouſneſles that delights yong 
Maides,yet haue you conceal d not onely the marriage,bur the 


It and Iam your vowed cnemy, from the bodkin to the pincaſe, ; 
_ Harke in your care, | 
is Abig. Well Thass,O youre a cunning caruer: We two that 
8 any time theſe fourteene yeares haue called ſiſters, brought and | 
ll bred vp together : that haue told one another all our wanton 7 
= dreames, talkt all nightlong of yong men, and ſpent many an 4 
” idle houre, fafted vpon the ſtones on S. Agnes night together, 


wo man: and well you might decciue me, for Tle be ſworne you 

te neuer dream'd of him, and it ſtands againſt all reaſon you 
| ſhould enioy bim you neuer dream'd of. 

_ Thass. Is nor all this the ſame in you? Did. you euer mani. 

ke feſt your Sweet-harts noſe, that I might = himby't? com- 


mended his calfe, or his nether lip ? apparant ſignes that you 
were notin loue er wiſely ceucred it, Haue you cuer Gid,fch 
« man goes ypright,or has a better gate then any of the reſt, as 
. indeed fince he is proned a Magnife, I though: thou wouldft 
be haue put it inito my hands what ere th'ad beene. | 
Abg. Well wench, we haue crofle fates:our Husbands ſuch 
inuerrate foes,and we fuch entire friends, but the beſt is we are 
neighbours, and our back Arbors may afford viſitation freely: 
rethee let ys maintain our familiarity ſtil whatſocuer thy huſ- 
iy do ynto thee,as I am afraid he will crofle it i! the nicke, 
Thais. Faith, you little one, if I pleaſe him in one thing, he 
ſhall pleaſe me in all,that's certaine, Who ſhall I haue to keepe 
my counſcll if I mifle thee? who ſhall teach meto yſc the bri- 
; dle,when the reynes are in mine owne,hand?why , we two are 
5 one anothers grounds, without which would be no Muficke, 
HS Abig. Well ſaid wench,and the Prick-ſong we vſc ſhall be 
[Uilte our husbands, | 
| _ Thas. Iwilllong for Swines-fleſh o'th the firſt childe, 
Iew. Abig, Wilroulittle Iew? And I to kiffe thy husband 
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Vpon the leaſt belly-ake, This will mad'em. 

Thais, 1 kifle thee wench for that, and with it confirme our 
friendſhip. end. By theſe ſweet lips Widow. 

Laay Lent. Good my Lord learne to ſweare by roate : 
Your birth.and fortune makes my braine ſuppoſe, 

That like a man heated with wines and luſt, + 
Sheethat is next your objcCt is your Mate, 

Till the foule water haue quencht out the fire, 
You the Dukes kinſman, tell me,I am yong, 
Faire,rich,and vertuous; I my ſelfe will flatter 
My ſelfe, till you are gone, that are morefaire, 
More rich, more vertuous, and more debonaire : 
All which are ladders to an higher reach : 

Who drinkes a puddle that may taſtea ſpring? 
Who kifle « ſubieCt that may huggea King? 

Mend. Yes,the channell alwaies drinkes the puddle water, 
And as for huggings reade Antiquities, 

Faith, Madame, Ic boord thee one of theſe daies. 

Lady. 1; but ne'er bed mee my Lord : my row is firme 
Since God hath called me to this noble ſtate, 

Much to my griefe, of yertuous Widow-hood, 
No man fhall cuer come within my gates, 

Mend. Wilt thou ram vp thy porch-hold? O widow,I per- 
You're ignorant'of the Louers legerdemane, (ceine 
There's a fellow that by Magicke will aſſiſt 
Te murther Princes inuifible, I can command his fpirit, 

Or whart ſay you to a fine ſcaling Ladder of ropes? 

I can tell you, I ama mad wag-halter: 

But by the yertue I ſee ſeated in you, 

Aud by the worthy fame is blazon'd of you, 

By little Cypia, that is mighty nam'd, 

And can command my looſer follies downe, 

Lloue, and muſt enioy, yet with ſuck limits, 

As one that knowes caforced marriage 

To bee the Furies fiſter, Thinke of mee, Amb. Ha,ha,ha, 

Adend. How now Lady, does the toy take you,as they ſay? 

Abig. No, my Lord, nor do we take your toy, as they ſay, 
This is a childes birth, that muſt not þe deliucred before a man; 

| Though 
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The Inſatiate Connteſſe. 

Though your Lordſhip might be a Mid-wife for yourchinne, 
Mend. Some bawdy riddle ist not?you long til't be nighr, 
Thais.No,my Lord, womens longing comes after their mar< 

riagenight. Siſter,ſee you be conftant now. | 


Abig. Why,doſt thinke Ile make my husband Cuckold? 
O heere they come. 


Enter at ſenerall dores Comnt Arſena,with CLARIDIANA: 
Gvivo, with RoGEroO, at another dore, : 
MENDOSA meetes them. 


Mend. Signior Rogero, are you yet qualified? 

Rog. Yes: does any man thinke Tle go like a ſheepe to the 
laughter? Hands off my Lord, your Lordſhip may chanee 
come vnder my hands : It you doe,I ſhall ſhew my ſelfe a Ci- 


tizen, and reuenge baſely. 
Clarid. I thinke if I were recciuing the holy Sacrament 


| His fight would make me gnaſh my tceth terribly : 


But there's the beauty without paralell, To Abigak, 
In whom the Graces and the Vertues meete: 

In her aſpe& milde Honour fits and ſmiles : 

And who lookes there, were it the ſauage Beare, 
But would deriue new nature from her cyes. 

But to be reconcil'd fimply for him, 

Were mankind to be loſt againe,I delet it, 

And ancy heape of ſtones ſhould Rtacke the world, 
In heauen and carth this power beauty hath, 

It inflames Temp'rance, and temp':ates Wrath: 
What ere thou art,mine art thou wiſe or chaſte : 


I ſhall ſer hard ypon = marriage yow, 


And writereuenge high in thy Husbands brow, 


Ia a ſtrange CharaRer, You may beginne fir. 

Mend. Signior Claridiana,T hope Signior Rogers 
Thus employed me about a good office, 
"Twere worthy Ciceroes tongue, a famous Oration now: 
But friendſhip that is mutually embraced of the Gods, 
And is [owes Vſher to cach ſacred Synod, 


Without the which hee cobld not raigne in heauen, 
B 2 That 


_ _ 


1 a The Inſatiate Crunteſſe. 

© That ouer-gocs my admiration ſhall not ynder-go my cenſure: 
| Thelſc hote flames of cage,thart elſe will be- 

As fire midſt your nupriall Tollity, 


Burning the edge off from your preſent Toy, 
And kcepe you wake to terrour, 


Clarid. 1 naue not yet {wallowed the Rhimatrix nor the 
Onocentautre, the Rimocheros was monſtrous, 


Arſer. Sir, be you of the more flexible nature,and confeſſe 
an error, 


Clarid. 1 mult, the Gods of loue command, 
And that bright ſtarre,her eye, that guides my fate. 
Signior Rogers, 10y then Signior Rogero, 
Rog. Signior, fir, O deuill, | 
Thais. Good Husband ſhew your ſelfe a temp'rate man,. 
Your mother was a woman I dare (weare: 
No Tyger got you, nor no Beare was riuall 
\ In your conception : you ſeeme like the iſſue 
Toe Painters limbe leaping from Enuies mouth, 
That deuoures all he meeres, 
Rog. Had the laſt, or the leaſt Syllable 
'Of this more then immorrall eloquence, - 
* Commenc'd to me when rage had beene ſohight 
Within my bloud, that itore-toprt my ſoule, 
Like to the Lyon when he heares the ſound 
Of Diana's Bow-ſtring in ſome ſhady wood, 
I ſhould have coucht my lowly limbe on earth, 
And held my filence a proud {acrifice, 
Clarid. Slaue, I will fight with thee at any oddes: 
Or name an inſtrument fit for deſtruQion, 
That ne'er was made to make away a man, 
T'le meete thee en the ridges of the Alpes, 
Or ſome inhoſpitable wilderneſle, \ 
Starke naked, at puſh-of-pike,or keene Curt'laxe, 
At Turkiſh Sickle, Babilonian Sawe, 
The ancient Hookes of great Cadwakeaer , 
Or any other heathen inuention, 
Thais. O God bleſle the man, 
Lent. Counſell him good my Lord, j 
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The Inſatrate Counteſſe. 
Mend. Our tongnes are weary,and he deſperate, 
He does refuſe to heare : What ſhall we doe? 
Clarid, 1 ara not mad, I can heare, I can ſee,I can feele, 
But a wiſe rage inman, wrongs palt compare, 
Should be well nouriſht,as his vertues are : 
Ide haue it knowne vnto cach valiant ſprite, 
He wrongs no man that to bimſelte does right, 
Catz.oT ha' done, Signior Rogero, I ha' done, 
Arſen.By heauen, this voluntaty reconciliation made 
Freely, and of it ſelfe, argues vnfaign'd 
And vertuous knot of loue, So firs embrace. 
Rog. Sir, by the conſcience of a Catholicke man, 
And by our mother Church that. bindes 
And doth attone in amitie with God, 
Fhe ſoules of men, that they with men be one, 
Iitread into the center all the thoughts 
Of ill in me, toward you, and memory 
Of whatfrom you might ought diſparage me; 
Withing vnfaignedly it may ſinke low, 

And as yntimely births, want power to grow, vs 
Mend. Chriſtianly ſaid: Signior, what would you haue more? - 
Clar. And fo Ifweare you're honeft Onocentaure, 

Arſen, Nay ſee now, ie ypon your turbulent ſpirit, 
Did he not doo't in this forme ? | 

Clar. If you thinke nor. this ſufficient, you ſhall command 
me to be reconcil'd in another forme,as e Rhimatrix, or.a Ri=- 
mocheros, bs bY | | 

Aend., Sbloud, what will you do?._. 

Clay, Well, giue me your hands! firft,. I am friends with you 
rfaith: therupon I embrace you,kifle your wife, and God giue 
vs 10y, To That, 

Thats,Y ou meane me and my husband, | "= 

Clar, You take the meaning better then the ſpeech, Lady. 
| "_— The like wiſh I, but ne'er can be the like, 
And therefore wiſh I thee: 
Clar, By this bright light that is deriu'd from thee.. 
Thats. So (ir, you make me a very light creature.. | 


Clar, But that thou art a bleſſed Angell, ſear. . * 


Dowyne: 
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The Inſatiate Connteſſe. 
Downe from the Gods Yattone mertall men, 
I would haue thought deeds beyond all myers thoughts, 
| And exccuted more vpon his corpes: 
Oh let him thanke the beauty of this eye, 
And not his reſolute ſword or deſtiny, 
Arſen. What ſayſt thou Mizaldun? come applaud this Tubile, 
A day theſe hundred yeares before not truly knowne to theſe 
diuided factions. 
Clay. No nor this day,hadit been falſcly borne, 
But that I meane to ſound it with his horne, 
41. Fs Ilik'd the former iarre better : then they ſhew'd like 
L.. - 


fand Souldiers ; now like Cowards and Letchers, 


- i) Mtthfr. Well faid Mizaldes, thou art like a Baſe Viollin a 
 & Conſort, let tne other Inftrument wiſh and delight in your 
higheft ſenſe,thou art Rill grumbling, 

Clar. Nay,ſweet recciue it, Gines it to Abigall. 
And in it my heart. | 
And when thou readft a mouing ſyllable, 
Thinke that my ſoule was Secretary too't., 
It is my loue,and not the odious wiſh 
Of my reuenge,in tiling him a Cuckold, 
Makes me preſume thus farre : then read it faire, 
My paſſion's ample as your beauties are. 
Abig. Well fir, we will not ſticke with you, 
Arſen. And Gentlemen fince it hath hap ſo fortunately, 
I doc intreat we may all mcetto morrow, 
| In ſome Heroicke Maske to grace the Nuptials 
Of the moſt noble Countefſe of Swenia. 
| Mend. Who does the yong Count marry? 
Arſen. O fir, who but the yery heire of all her ſexe, 
That beares the Palme of beauty from 'em all : 
Others compar'd to her, ſhew like faint ſtarres 
To the full Moone of wonder in her face: 
The Lady 1fabella,the late Widow 
To the deceaſt and noble Vicount Hermas. : 
Mend. Law you there, widow,there's on of the laſt edition, 
Whoſe Husband yet retaines in his cold trunke 


- | Somclittleairing of his npble gueſt, 


Yet 


» 


(ct 


Yet ſhe a freſh bride as the month'ef May, 
Lent, Well my Lord,I am none of theſe, 
My doore ſhall be a teſtimony of it, 
And but theſe noble Marriages incite me, 
My much abſtrated preſence ſhould haue ſhew'd it, 
If you come to me, harke in your care my Lord, 
Looke your ladder of ropes be ſtrong, 
For I ſhall tie you to your tackling. 
Arſen. Gentlemen, your anſwer to the maſque, 
Omnes. Your Honour leades, wee'l follow. 


Rogers. Signior Claridiana. 

Clarid, I attend you fir, Exeunt ones. 

Abigall. You'l be cenſtant, AManet Clarid. 

Clay. Aboue the Adamant the Goats bloud ſhall not breake 
Yet ſhallow fooles, and plainer mortall men, (me, 


That vnderſtand not what they vndertake, 

Fall in their owne ſnares,or come ſhort of yengeance, 
No, let the Sunne view with an open face, 

And afterward ſhrinke in his bluſhing checkes, 
Aſham'd, and curſing of the fixt decree, 

That makes his light bawd to the crimes of men, 
When I haue ended what I now deuiſe; 

olloes Oracle ſhall ſweare me wiſe, 

$trumpet his wife, branch my falſe-ſeemin g friend, 
And make him foſter what my hate begot, 

A baſtard, that when age and fickneſle ſeaze him, 
Shall be a cor fue to his griping heart. 

IFe write to her, for what her modeſty 

Will not permit, nor my adulterateforcing, 

That bluſhleſſe Herald ſhall not feare to tell * 
Rogers ſhall know yet that his foe's a man, 

And what is more, atrue Italian, Exit, 


> 
Finis Atlus primi, 


AQus 


Acus ſecundi Sczna prima. 


Enter ROBERT 0, Lord Cardinall, ISaABrr 1 A, Lady 
Ls NTVLVS, ABIGALAmdaTHALS, Lights. | 


_ Roberto, 
M:. graue Lord Cardinall,we congratulate, 
And zealouſly do entertaine your loue : 
That from your high and diuine contemplation, 
You hauc youcbſaft to conſummate a day 

> Dueto our Nuprials, O,may this knot you knit 

| This iadiuiduall Gordiant graſpe of hands, 

In fight of God ſo fairely entermixr, 

k Neuer be {cuerd,as heauen ſmilesat it; 

By all the Darts ſhot by infernall /oxe, 

Angels of grace Amen, Amen, {ay to'r. 

Faire Lady, Widow,and my worthy Miſtrefle, 

Do you keepe filence for a wager ? 

_ Thais, Doe you aske a woman that queſtion my Lord, 

When ſhe inforcedly purſues what ſhee's forbidden ? 

I thinke if Thad beene tycd to filence, 

I ſhould haue beene worthy the Cucking-ſtooleere this time; 
Rob. You ſhall not be my Orator (Lady) that pleads thus for 
our ſclte, _ 6] | 
Ser. My Lord, the Maſquers are at hand. 

Reb, Giue them kinde entertainment. Some worthy friends 
of mine;my Lord, vnknowne to me, too lauiſh of their loues, 
bring their owne welcome in a folemne Maſque. 

Abigall. 1 am glad there's Noble menſithe Maſque 
With our husbangs to ouer-rule them, 

They had ſham'd vs elſe, 

Thars. Why? for why, Ipray? 

Ab.\Why?marry they had comein with ſome Citie ſhew elſe, 
hired a few Tinſ:1 Coares at the Vizard'makers,which would 
ha'maqe them looke, for all the world, like Bakers in their lin- 
nen baſes,and mealy vizards,new come from bolting, I ſaws 
ſhew once atthe marriage of a Magrificeros daughter, preſen= 
ged by Time : which Time was an old bald thing , aſcruant, 
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' ewas the beſt man; he was a Dier, and came in likeneſſe ofthe 
Rain-bow in all manner of colours, tro ſhew his Art, but the 


Rain-bew ſmelt of vrine, ſo we were all afraid the property was 


chang'd,and look't-fora ſhower. Then came in after him, on&, 
that (ir ſeem'd) fear'd no colours, a Grocer that had trim'd vp 


himſclife handſomly : he was Tuſtice, and ſhew'd reaſons why 
And I thinke this Grocer, I meane this Juſtice, had borrowed a 
weather-bcaten balance from ſome Tuftice of a Conduit, both 
which Scales wete repleniſht with the choyce of bis ware, 
And the more liberally to ſhew his nature, 

He gaue cuery woman in the roomeher handfull. 

Thasx. O great aft of Iuftice! well, and my Husband cone 
cleanly off with this, he ſhall neer betray his weakneſſe more, 
but confeſſe himſelfe a Citizen hereaftcr, and acknowledge 
their wit,for alas they come ſhort. | 


Enter i» the Maſque the Count of Arſena, MExNDosA,Ctanm 
» IAN A,Torch-bearers. T hey deliuer the ſhields ts their ſenerall 
wiiftreſſes,that is te ſay MEND O SAtothe Lady LenTVLYS, 
CLARIDIANAfo ABIGAL; foISABELLA, GyIDe, 
Comnt of Arſana; toT nals ROGERO, . 

Iſab. Good my Lord be my expofiter, Ty tbe Cardinal 


Card, The Sun ſetting, a man pointing at it, 


The Motto, Senſo tamen ipſo Calwers. 


Faire Bride,ſome ſeruant of yours, that here imitates 
To hauefelt the hear of Love bred in your brightneſſs, 
But ſetting thus from him, by marriage, 
He onely here acknowledgeth your power, 
And muſt expe& beames of a morrow Sunne, 

Lent. Lord Bride-groome,will you interpret me3 

Rober. A ſable ſhield : the word, Vridua ſpes. 

What the forlorne hope in blacke Ceſpairing ? 
Lady Lerntulus is the badge of all your Sutors? 

Lent. T by my troth my Lord,ifthey come to me, 

Rob. I could giuc it another interpreration, Methinkes this 
Louer hath learnd of women, to deale by contraties: if ſo,then 
here he ſayes,the Widow is his onely hope, 


Een, No : good my Lordllet the ficſt Rand, 
> C 


R oger. 


LLTLL 


' Abig. No, The Merchant R oyall. 
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[/ Co 
Kober. Inquire of him, and hee'le reſolue the doubt. 
Abig. What's here? a ſbip ſailing nigh her hauen? 
With good ware belike :'ris well ballaft, . 
Thats, O, this your deuice {melles ofthe Marchant, What's 
your ſhips name,I pray? The foriorne Hope? 


' Thats, And why not Adwentarer? 
. Abig. You ſeeno likelinood af chat : would it not faine be ins 
the hauen? The word, Y; tangerem Portum, 
Macry,for ought I know, God grant it, What's there? 

Thar. Mine's an Azure [hield: marry what «le; Iſheuid cell 
thee more then I vaderſtand, butthe werdis, 
Ant precio, aut precious. = 


Abrg. 1 Iome Common-councelli deuice, They take the 
Mend, Faire widow, how like you this change: worne 3 d:mce 
Lent. 1 chang 'd too lately to like any, the firſt change 
AZen.O your husbaaa ! you weare his memoiy like a Deaths 
For keauens loue thinke of me as of the man (head. 


Whoſe dancing dayes you fce aze avt yet dune. 
Lent. Yet you linke apace fir, 
Mend. The fault's in my yphoiſter, Lady, 
Reger, Thou ſhalt as ſoone finde Truth telling alye, 
Vertue a Bawd, Honeſty a Courtier, - 
As me turn'd recreant to thy leaſt 4clgne, 
Loue makcs me ſpeake,and he makes loue divine, 
Thais. Would Loue could make you ſo : but'tis his guiſc 
To let vs ſurfer erc he ope his eyes, 
 Ab.Yougraſpe my hand tos hard i'faith,faire fir, Foicling hey 
Cl. Not as you graip my hart, vnwitling wanton, by the hand. 
Were but my breaft bare, and Anatomiz d, 
Thou ſhould behold there how thou tortur {it : 
And as Apelles limb d the Quecne of Loue, 
In her right hand graſping a hear: in flames, 
So may I thee, fairer, but c:ucller, 
Atig. Well fir, your vizor giues you colour for what you ſay, 
Clar. Grace me to weare this fauour, 'tis a Irmme 
That vailes to your eyes,though not toth Eagles ? 
Andin exchange giue mz one word ef comfort, 


Abi. 


' 


" Abig. 1 marry :Ilike this wooer well : , 

Hee'le win's pleaſure out o the ſtones. The fecod change, 
I{.Change is no robbery:yet in this change 1/ab. falles in loue ; 

T:ou rob'ft me of my hart, fure Cypid's here, with Rogero when | 

Diſguiſ'd like a pretty Torch-bearcr, the changers ſpeak. 

And makes his brand a torch, that with more le; ght 

He may intrap weake women : here the {parkes 

Fly as in Era from his fathers Anuile. 

O powerfull boy! my heart's on fire, and ynto mine eyes 

The raging flames aſcend, like to rwo beacons, 

Summoning my ſtrongeſt powers, but all too late, 

The conquerour already opes the gate, 

I will not aske his name. 

Abig. You dare put it into my hands. 
Aſend. Lounds,doe you thinke I will not? 
Abip. Then thus,to morrow (you'l be lecret ſeruant.,) 

Mend. A\l that I doe, Ile doc in ſecret. | 

Ab. My hnsband gocs to cane to renew the Farme he has, 

Alen. Well, what time goes the Iakes-farmer ? 

Abig. He ſhall not be long out, but you ſhail put in, I warrane 
you, Haue a carc that you ftand iuft i the nicke about (ixe a 
clocke inthe euening ; my Maid ſhall conduct you yp,to ſaue 
mine honor you mult come yp darkling, & to auoid {uſpition, 

Mend. Zounds,hudwinkrt,and if you'l open all, ſweet Lady, 

Abig. But if you faile to doo'r, 

Aſen, The Sun ſhall faile the day firſt, 

Abig.Tie this ring faſt, you may be ſure to know, 

Youl brag of this, now you haue brought me to the bay. 
Mend. Pox o'this Maſque: would 'twere done, I might 
Te my Apothecaries for ſome ſtirring meates, 
Tha.Me thinks fir,you ſhould bluſh &'en through your yizor 
T haue ſcarce patience to dance outthe ref?, 
Rober. The worſe my fate,that plowes amarble quarry : 
Pigmalion yet thy Image was more kinde, 
Although thy loue not halfe ſo true as mine. 
Dance they that liſt, I aile againſt the winde, 
Thats. Nay fir, betray not your infirmities, 
Youl make my husband icalous by and by, tt 
Cz We: ' 
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Weill thinke of you,and that preſently, 
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PI} A | 


Gaid. The Spheares ne'er danc'd ynto a better tune, 


Sound mulicke there. 


Iſ#b.”T was muſicke that he ſpake, The third change ended, 
Rob. Gallants Ithanke you, and Ladies fall off. 
Begina healci to your miltreſles, 

2.07 4, Faire thankes fir Bride-groome. 

Iſab. He ſpeakes not to this pledge,has he no Miſtreſe? 
Would I might chule one for him : bur't may be Rogero dances 
He doth adore a brighter ſtarre then wee, a Lenalto,or a 

Rob.Sir Ladies,fir,you haue had ſtanding long. Galiard,ct is 

Men. Blefle the man: {pric'ly and nobly done, the midſt of it, 


Thass. What is your Lediſhip hurt? falleth into the 
1/ab. O no, an eafie fall, Brides lap,but 
Was I not deepe enough,thou God of luſt, ftraight leapes 
 ButImuſt further wade? Iam his now, ep, dancer 
As ſure as [uno's Tones, Hymen takeflight, it out, 


An ſee not me,'tis not my wedding night, Exit Iſabella, 
Card. The Bride's departed diſcont, it ſeemes, 
Rob. Weell after her, Gallants vnmaſque I pray, 
And taft a homely banket we entreate, Exit Rob. Card. 
Clarid. Candidi Eregnos I befeech thee. and lights. 
Mey. Come widow, Ile be bold to puryou in. | 
My Lord will you haue a fociate? Exit Thats. Lent. Abie. 
Rog. Good Gentlemen,if I haue any intereſt in you, 
Let me depart voknowne, tis a diſgrace 
Of an eternall memory, | 
Mend. what the fall my Lord,as common a thing as can bee, 
the ſtiffeft man in Italy may fall betweene a womans legs. 
Clar, Would I had chang'd places with you myLord, would 
It had been my hap. 
Rog. What Cuckold laid his hornes in my way ? 
- Signior Claridiaxa, you were þy the Lady when Ifell, 
Doe you thinke Thurt her? 
Clar, You could not hurt her,my Lord,betweene the leg; 
Rog. What was t I fell withall ? 
&7::d. A crofle poynt my Lord, i 
| Rog, 


oY, 


The Inſatiate Counteſſe. | 
Rog. Crofſe-point indeed;Well if you loue me,let me hence 


The filence yours, the diſgrace mine owne, (vaknowne, 


Exit Clar.c+ 7Meyd, 


Evter ISABELLA witha gilt Goblet and meetes ROGER ©. 

Iſab. Sir, if Wine were Nectar Ile begin a health, 

To hei at were moſt gracious in your eye, 

Yet daigne, as ſimply 'cis the gift of Bacchus, 

To giue her pledge that drinkes : this God of Wine 

Cannot inflame me more to appetite, | 

Though he be co-ſupreme with mighty Loue, 

Then thy faire ſhape, Rog. Leunds ſhe comes to deride me, 
Iſab, That kiſſe ſhall ſerue 

To bea pledge although my lips ſhould tarue. 

No tricke to get that vizor from bis face? 

Rog. Iwill Reale hence, and ſo conceale diſgrace, _ 

Iſab. Sir,haue you left nought behind? 

Rog, Yes, but the Fates will not permit 
{As Gems once loft are feldome or neuer found) 

I ſhould conuey it with me. Sweere Good-night, 
Shee bends to me: there's my fall againe, Exit. 

Iſab. He's gone,thatlightning that a while doth ſtrike 
Our eyes with amaz d brightnelle, and on a ſudden 
Leaues vs in priſoned darknefſ*s, Luft thou art hje, 

My ſmiles may well come from the Skye. 
Anna, Anna. Entey ANNA. 

Anna, Madame, did you call? 

Eab. Follow yond ranger, prethee learne his name: 
We may hercafter thanke him, How I doate? Exit Anna. 
Is he not a God 
That can command what other men would win 
Withthe hard'ft aduantage? I muſt haue him, 

Or ſhadow-like follow his fleeting ſteps. 

WereTI as Daphne, and he followed chalc, 

Though Ireieted yong Apolloes loue, | 

And like adreame begiuile his wandring ſteps, - 
Should he purſue me through the neighbouring groue, 
Each Covſlip ſtalke ſhould trip a willing fall, 


Gas Tl 


EARLY 


The Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Till he were mine, who till then am his thrall: 
Nor will I bluſh, fince worthy is my chance. 
Tis faid that Verns With a Satire ſlept, 
And how much ſhort came ſhe of my faire aime? 
Then Queene of Loue preſident Ile be, 
To teach faire women learne to lone of me, 
Speake Mulicke, what s his name, Enter ANNA, 
Anna. Madame, It was the worthy Count 1aſſme. 
Iſab. Bleſt be thy tongue : the worthy Count indeed, 
The worthielt of the Worthies, Truty Ama, 
Haſt thou pack d vp tnoſe Monies,Plate, and Jewels 
I gaue direction for? 
Anna, Yes,Madame, I haue trſt vp them, that many 
. A proper man has beene trult vp for, 
[ſab. 1 thanke chee, take the wings of night, 
Beloved Secretary, and poſte with them to Swenia, 
There furniſh vp ſome ſtately Pallace 
Worthy to entertaine the King of Loue : 
Prepare it for my comming and my Loues, 
E're Phebas Steeds once more vnharneſt be, 
Or c're ke {port with his beloued Ther, 
The filuer-foored Goddeſle of the Sea, 
Wee will ſet forward. Fiyec like the Northern winde, 
Or ſwifcer, Anna, fleete like tomy minde. 
An. Tam iuſt of your minde Madame,I am gone, Exit An, 
Iſab. Seto the houſe of Death the mourner goes, 
That is bereft of what his ſoule defir'd, 
AsItobed,I to my nupriall bed, 
The heauen on carth: ſo to thought ſlaughters went 
The pale Andromeda bedew'd with teares, | 
When euery minute ſhe expected gripes of a fell monſter, 
And in vaine bewaiſ'd the a& of her creation. 
Sullen Night that look'ſt with ſunck eyes 0n my nuptiall bed, 
With ne era fſtarre that ſmiles vpon the end, 
Mend thy ſlacke pace, and lend the malecontent, 
The hoping Loyer, and the wiſhing Bride 
Bcames that teo long thou ſhadawelt : or if not 
Inſpight of thy fixt frent when py leath'd Mate; 


| Shall 
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Shall ruggle in due pleaſure for his right, 
Vie think'c my loue, and die in that delight, Exit, 
Enter at ſexcrall dores ABIGAL and Thats, 


Abig. Thais, you're an carely riſer, 
I kaue that to ſhew will make your haire ſtand an end, 
Thais, Well Lady, and I haue that to ſhew you-will bring 


your courage downe, What would you ſay,and I would name 
> party, faw your Husbaud courr, kiſſe, nay almoſt go through 
for the hole, 

Abig. How,how, what would I ſay?nay,by this light, what 
would I not do? if ever Amazon fought better,or more at the 
face then I'le do, ler me never be thought anew-marricd wife, 
ComeTnmaſque her:'tis ſome admirable creature, whoſe beau- 
ty you need not p#iut, I warrant you, 'cis done co yeur hand. 

Thats, Would any woman butT, be abul'd to her face? 
Prethee reade the centents : Know | thou the CharaRer? 

Abig. 'Tis my Husbands hand, and a Loue-letter: 

But for the contents Ifind none in ie. Has the luſifull monſter, 
All back and belly-fteru'd me thus? What defe&t does he ſec in 
mec?T'le be ſwore wench,I am of aspliant and yeclding body 
to him,c'en which way he will, he may turne me as he lift him+ 
ſelfe. What? ard dedicate to thee: I marry, here's a ſtile fo high, 
as a wan cannot helpe a Dog o crit, He was wont to write to 
me in the Citie phraſe, My good Abigalltheere's Aſtoniſhment of 
nature, vaparaleld excellency, and. moſt wnequall rarity of creation: 
Three ſuch words will turne any honeſt woman in the world 
i Whore : fora woman is nener wonne till ſhee know not what 
to anſwere; and beſhrew me if I vnderſtand any of theſe: you 
are the party I perceiue,and here's a white ſheet, that your huf- 
band has promilt me to do penance in: you muſtznor!think to 
dance the ſhaking of the ſheetes alone, though there bee not 
ſuch rare phraſes int, 'tis more toche matter; a legible hand, 
but for the daſh, orthe(hee)and (as):ſhort bawdy Parentheſis 
as cucr you ſaw,to the purpoſe : he hasnotleft out apricke I 
warrant you, wherein he has promiſt to do me any good, buc 
the Law's in mine owne hand, ' | 
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Thats, 1 euer thought by his red beard he would prone a 
Tudas,here am I bought and ſold;he makes much of me indeed, 
Well wench, we were beſt wiſely in time ſeek for preuention, 
I ſhould be loath to take drinke anddie 0n't, as Iam afraid 1 
ſhall that he willlye with thee, | 

Abig. To be ſhort ſweet heart, Tle be true to th ee,though a 
Iyer to my Husband: I haue figned your Husbands bill like a 
Wood-cocke as ke is held, perſwaded him (fince nought bur 
my loue can aſfwage his violent paſſions)he ſhould enioy,like 
a priuate friend, the pleaſures of my bed : Itold him my Huſ.. 
band was to goto Mawrayoto day, to renew a Farme he has, 
and in the meane time he might be tenant at will, to yſc mine: 
this falſe fire has ſo tooke with him , that he's rauiſhr afore he 
come, I haue had ftones on him all red ; doft know this? 

Thats. 1, too well,it bluſhes for his M*. Points ts the ring. 

Abig. Now my Husband will be hawking about thee anon, 
And thou canft meete him cloſely. 

Thats, By my faith I would be loath inthe darke, and he 
knew me, _. | 

Abig. T meane thus : the ſame occafion will ſerue him tos, 


\ they are birds of afeather, and will lye together, I warranz 


thee wench, appoint himte come:ſay that thy Husband's gone 
for Mawrano, and tell me anone if thoumad'i not his hearts 
bloud ſpring, tor ioy, in his face. 

Thats. 1 conceive younot all this while, 

Abig. Then th art a barren woman, and no maruell if thy 
Husband loue thee not : the houre for both to come is ſixe, ® 
darke time fit for purblinde louers; and with cleanely conuey- 
ance by the niglers our maids,they ſhall be travſlated into our 
Bed-chambers. 

Your Husband into mine, and mine into yours, 

Thats. But you meane they ſhall come in at the back-dores, 

Abig. Who,our Husbands?nay,and they come nor inat the 
fore=dores,thcre will be no pleaſure in'r, But we two wil climb 
ouer our garden-Pales,and come in that way (the chaſteſt that 
arcin Yerice will ſiray for a good turne) and thus wittily will 
we bee beſtowed, you into my houſe to your husband, and I 
into your houſc ro my husband, aud 1 warrant thee before a 

| month 
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month cometoanend, they'll cracke louder of this nie 
lodging, then the Bed-ſteads, 


Thass. All is if our Maids keepe ſeeret, (hitherto, 


Abig. Mine is a Maid I'le be ſworne, ſhe has kept her ſecrets 
. Thaw, Troth,and1I neuer had any Sea-captaine boorded in 
my houſe, _ 

Abig. Go to then: and the better to auoid ſuſpicion, 

Thus we muſt infiſt, they muſt come yp darklings, recreate 
themſelus with their delight an houre or two, and after a mil- 
Fon of kiſſes, or fo. _ 

Thaw. But is my husband content to come darkling? 

Abig. What not to ſaue mine honour? hethat will runne 
rhrough fire, as he has profeſt, will by the heate of his loue, 
eropc in the darke, I warrant him ke ſhall ſave mine honour, 

Thas. Iam afraid my yoyce will diſcouer me. 

Abig. Why then, you're beft ſay nothing,and take it thus 
quietly when your husband comes. 

Thats. 1, but you know a woman cannot chuſe but ſpeake 
in theſe caſes, | 

Abig. Bite in your nether-lip, and I watragt you, 

Or make as if you were whifhing Tobacco; 
Orpulch like me, Gods-ſo, Iheare thy husband, Exit, 

Thais. Faxewell wiſe-woman. 

Enter M1ZALD\ s. 
Mizal. Now *gins my yengeance mount high in my luft: 
"Tis a rare creature, ſhee ll do't I'faith; 
AndI am arm'd art all points. A rare whiblin, 
To be reueng'd, and yet gainepleaſurein'r, 
One height aboue revenge : yet what aflaue am I, 
Are there not yonger brothers enough, but we muſt 
Branch one another? Oh, butmine's revenge, 
And whoon that doth dreame 
Muſt be a Tyrant cuer in extreame, 
O my wife Thazs get my Breake-faſt ready, 
I muſt into the Country toa Farme I haue 
Some two miles off, and, as I thinke 
Shall not come hometo night. Jacques, Jacques, 
Cet my Veſſell ready torow me downe the Riucr, 
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Prethee make haſt ſweete girle, Exit Mizat- 
Thais.$o,there's one foole ſlipt away:are your croſle-peints 
diſcoucr'd? Get your breake-faſt ready ! 
By this light Tle rye you to hard-fare : 
I haue beene too ſparing of that you prodigally offer 
Voluntary to another: well you ſhall be a tame foole hereafter, 
The fineſt light is when we firlt defraud; . 
Husband to night 'tis Imuſt lie abroad, Exit, 
Enter ISABELLA and 4 Page with a letter. 
Iſab. Here, take this Letter beare it to the Count: 
Bur boy,fiſt tell me;think & thou Iamin loue? 
Page. Madame I cannot tell, 
Iſab. Can}, thou not tel}? Doſt thou not ſee my face? 
Is not the face the [dex of the minde? . 
And canſt thou not diſtinguiſh Loue by that ? 
Page, No Madame, 
Iſab. Then take this Letter and deliver it 
Vnto the worthy Count, No, fie ypon him, 
Come backe againe : tell me, why ſhould(t thou thinke 
That ſame's a Loue-letter? 
Page. I do not thinke ſo Madame, 
IG. I know thou dolt : for thou doſt euer vic 
To hold the wrong opinion, Tell me true, 
Doſt thou not thinke that letter is of Louc? 
Page. If you would hauc me thinke ſo Madame, yes. 
I{ab. What doſt thou thinke thy Lady is ſo fond? 
Giue me the Letter,thy ſelfe ſhall ſee it. 
YetI ſhould teare jt in the breaking ope, 
And make him lay a wrongfull charge on thee; 
And (ay thou brok'ſt it open by the way, 
And ſaw what haynous things Icharge him with: 
| But tis all one, the Letter is not of Loue, 
"Therefore deljuer it vnto himſclfe, 
And tell him hee's deceiu'd, I do not loue him, 
Bur if he thinke ſo bid him come ro me, 
AndIle confute him ſtraight; Tle ſhew him reaſons, 
Tle ſhew him plainely why I cannot louc him, 
Andif he hap to xcade it inthy hearing, 
| Or 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Or chaneeto tell thee that the words were ſweete, 
Do not thou then diſcloſe my lewd entent, 
Vander thoſe Syren words, and how I mcane, 
To vie him when I haue him at my will: 
For then thou wilt deſtroy the plot that's laid, 
And make him feare to yeeld when I do wiſh 
Onely to haue him yeeld; for when I haue him, 
None but my ſclfe ſhall know how I will vſe him, 
Be gone, why ftayeſt thou? yet returne againe. 
Page. I Madame, 
Iſab. Why doft thou come againe? I bad thee goe, 
If I ſay goe,neuer returne againe, Et Page. 
My bloud, like to a troubled Ocean, 
Cuffd with the Winds, incertaine where to reſt, 
Buts at the ytmoſt ſhore of cuerylimbe, 
My Husband's-not the man I would haue had : 
O my new thoughts to this braue ſprightly Lord , 
Was fixt to that hid fire Louers feele : 
Where was my minde before, that refin'd judgement, 
That repreſents rare obicCts to our paſſions? 
Or did my luſt beguile me of my ſenſe ? 
Making me feaſt vpon ſuch dangerous cates, 
For preſent want, 6s needes mult breed a ſurfeit: 
How was I ſhipwrackt? yer 1ſabe/lathinke 
Thy Husband is a noble Gentleman, yong, wiſe, 
Andrich : thinke what Fate followes thee, 
And nought butluſt doth blind thy worthy loucx 
I will defift, O no, it may not be. 
Euen as a keadfttong Courſcr beares away 
His Rider, vainely ftriuing him to ay, 
Or as a ſodaine gale thruſts into Sea 
The Hauer-touching Barke, howneere the lea: 
So wauering Cupid brings me backe againe, 
And purple Loue reſumes his Darts againe: 
Heere of themſelues,thy ſhafts come as if ſhot : 
Betrer then I thy quiuer knowes'em nor, 
Exter Count Arſena, and a Page. 
Page. Madame: the Count -- 
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The Iaſatiate Counteſſe, 


Rog. So fell rne Troian wanderer on the Greeke, = 
And bore away his rauilhr prize to Troy: | 


} For ſuch a beauty brighter then his Danae, 


Done (ould {ne-thinkes) vow come himlclfe againe 2 
Louely [ſabela, I confeſle me morcall: 
Not worthy co ſerue thee 11 thought, Ifiweare, 
Yet ſhall not this ſame overflow of fauour 
Diminiſh my vow'd duty to your beauty. 
Iſib. Yourloue, my Lord, Ibluſhingly proclaime it, 
Hath power to dra'v me through a wilderneſle, 
Wer't arm'd with Furies, as with furious beaſts. 
Boy, bid our traine be ready, wee'll to horſe. Exit Page, 
My Lord, I ſhould fay ſomething, but I bluſh, 
Courting is not befitting to our ſexe, 
Rog. Fleteach you how to wooe, 
Say y ou haue louw'd me long. 
And tcll cne that a womans feeble tongue 
Was neuer tuned vnto a wooing ſtring; 
Yer for my fake you will forget your ſexe, 
And court my Love with ftrain'd Immodetty, 
Then bid me make you happy with a kifle, | 
I{ab. Sir,though women donor wooe, yet for your ſake, 
I ain content to leaue that ciuill cuſtome, 
And pray you kifle me, 
Rog, Now vie ſome ynexpeCted ambages, 
To draw me further into Yulcans Net, 
Tſab. You loueme not ſo well as I loue you. 
Rog, Faire Lady, bur I do. 
Tſab. Then ſhew your loue, | | 
Rog. Why in this Kifle I ſhew't, and in wy vowed (cruice, 
This woing ſha!l ſuffice, *tis eafier farre 
To make the current of a fluer-brooke 
Conucit his flowing backward to his Spring, 
Then turne a woman wooer, There's no cauſc 
Can turne the ſetled courſe of Natures Lawes, 
Tſab. My Lord, will you purſue the plot? 
Keg. The Letter giues direction here for Pawie 
To horie, to horle ; thus once Eridacy, 


The Infatiate Counteſſe. 
With lookes regardant, did the Thracian 047, 
And loſt his gift while he defir d the fight. 
Bur wiſer I, led by more powerfull charme ; 
Ide (ce the word winne thee from out mine arme, Exennt, 

Enter at ſe 4erall doores, CLARIDIANA and GvIpo. 
G:4i.Lounds is the Haricavo comming? Claridiava what's the 
Clai.The Countelle of Sweura hath new taken horſe, (matter? 

Fly Phxhusflye, the houre is fixe aclocke, 

G#i. Whither is ſhe going Signior? \ 
Clar. Euen as love went to meet his fimile, 

To the Diuell I thiak, G#: 4.Y ou know nor wherefore ? 

Clar. To ſay footh I do not. So in immortall wile ſhall T ar- Tr, | 
Gui. Atthe Gallowes, What in a paſhon Signio1? (riue, hor ſei 
Clar. Lounds,do not hold me fi : 

Beauteous Thas! am all thine wholly, 

The tafte is now aduancing for the Reſt, 

And when I tilt, zaldzxaware thy Creſt, Exit. 

EnterROBERT 0 mhu N'ght-gowne,and cap w:th 
Seruants.he bnecles downe. 
Guid.Whart's here? the carping Cods-hcad tilting in the aire? 
| Rob. The Gods lent her no horſe,a poore old age, 
| Eternall woe,and ficknefle laſting rage. 
G»:d. My Lord ,you may yet ore- -cake em. 
Rob. Furics ſupply that place, for I will not :no, 
She that can forſake me when plealure's in the fall, 
Freſh and vntir'd, what would ſhe on the leaſt barren coldnes? 
T warrant you ſhe has already got 
Her B: auoes, and her Ruffians : rhe meaneſt whore 

FE, Will haue one buckler, bur your great ones more, 

ice, The ſhores of Sicilie retaines not ſuch a monſter, 

hough t» Gally-ſlaves they daily proſtitute. 

To ler the Nuptiall Tapers give light to her new luſt, 
Who would hauc thought 20> 
She that conld no more fortake my company, 

Thcn could che day forſake the preſe: ice of rhe Sunne, 
Wien I was ablen:. then her Galled eyes, 

Would haue ſhed April ſhox ers, and our-wept 

The clouds in that ſame ore-pafſionate moode ; 
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"The Inſatiate Counteſſe. | 
When they drown'd all tne world; yet now forſakes me: 
Women your eyes ſhed glances like the Sunne - 


Now ſhines your brightnefle,now your light is done, 
On the ſweeteſt lowers you ſhine,'cis but by chance, 


And on the baſeſt weed you'l waſt a glance, 


Your beames once loſt,can neuer more be found, 
Vnlefſe we wait yartill your courſe run round, 
(And take you at fife hand.) Since I cannot 
Enioy the noble title of a Man, 
But after-ages,as our vertues are | 
Buricd whilſt we are liuing,will ſound out 
My infamy,and her degenerate ſhame ; 
Yerin my life Ile ſmother't if I may, 
And like a dead-mag, to the world bequeath 
Theſe houſes of vanitie, Mils and Lands. 
Take what you will, 1 will not keepe among you Seruants, 
And welcome {ome religious Monaſterie. 
A true {worne Beads-man Ile hereafter be, 


| And wake the morning Cocke with holy prayers, 


Ser. Good my Lord : noble Maſter. 
| Rob. Diſſwade me not,my will ſhall be my King ; 
I thanke thee wife,a faire change thou haft giuen, 


. Lleaue thy luſt to woo the loue of heauen, Exit cum ſerucs. 


Gyid This is conuerſion is't not? as goodias might haue been, 
He turnes religious vpon his wiues turning Curtezan, 
This is juſt like ſome of our gallant Prodigals, 
When they haue confum'd their patrimonies wrongfully, 
They turne Capuchins for deuotion. Exit. 
Finis Aft ſecunds. 


Aus tertij Scxna prima. 
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Claridianaand Rogero being in#readineſle, are receiued in at 
one anothers houlcs by their Maids. 


Then enter Mendoſa with aPage,to the Lady Lentulus window. 

Aend. NTght like a folemne mourner frownes on earth, 
" *Enuying that day ſhould force her doffe her robes, 
Or 


. 
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Or Phebu chaſe away her melancholy, 
Heauens eyes fooke faintly through her ſable maſque, 
Aad filuer Cinthia hies her in her Sphare, 
Scorning to grace blacke nights ſolemnity. 

Be vnpropitious Night to villaine thoughts, +: 
Bur let thy Diamonds ſhine on vertuous loue » X ] 
This is the lower houſe of high-built heauen, 14 
Where my chakte Phebe fits, inthron'd 'mong thoughts 
So purely good, brings her go heauen on earth. 
Such power hath ſoules in contemplation. 
Sing boy(though night yet)like the mornings Larke: Muſick 
A ſoule that's cleare is light, though heauen be darke, playes 
The Lady Lentulus at her window. 
Lent. Who ſpeakes in mulicke to ys? 
Mend. Sweet tis I, Boy,leaue me,and to bed, Exlt Page. 
Lent. 1 thanke you for your mulicke : now good night, 
Men. Leaue not the world yet, Queene of Chaſtitie, 

Keepe promiſe with thy Loue Endimion. 

And let me meet thee there on Latmus top. 

'Tis I whoſe vertuous hopes are firmely fixt 
Oa the fruition of thy chaſte yow'd loue, 

Lent. My Lord your honor made me promiſe your aſccnt in- 
ro my houſe, fince my yow bar'd my doores, 

By ſome wits engine, made for theft and luſt - 

Yer for your honour,and my humble fame, | 

Cheek your blouds paſſions,and returne deare Lord : 

Suſpition is a Dogge that ſtill doth bite 

Withour a cauſe; this a&t giues food to enuy; 

Swolne big,it burſts,and poyſons our cleare flames, ' 

Men. Enuy is ttinglefle when ſhelookes on thee. 
Lent, Enuy is blinde my Lord, and cannot ſee, 
Men.1f you breake promiſe, faire, you breake my hart, 
Lent. Then come. Yet ſtay, Aſcend, Yet letyspart, 
I feare,yet know not what I feare : 

Yourloue is pretious, yet mine Honors deare, 

Men. If T do ſtaine thy honor with foule luſt, » 

© May thunder ftike me to ſhew Toxeis iuft, EY 
Lent, Then come my Lord,on carth your vow is giuen, 
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'! ThiszidTlelendyou, He throwes vp 4 ladderof cords 


Pf ' M Thus Imountmy heauen, whch [be makes faſt to ſome part 


Receiue me {weer. of the window : he aſcends, and at 
Lent.O me vnhappy wretch, rop fals. 
How fare s your Honor? ſpeake Fate-creſt Lord, 
F.1f life reraine his ſeat within you, ſpeake; 
Elſe like that Seſtian Dame,that ſaw her Loue, 
Caft by the frowning billowes on the ſands, 
And leane death ſwolne big with the Helleſpors, 
In bleake Leanders body, like his Loue, 
ComelT to thee, on grauec ſhall ſerue vs both, 
Merd. Stay miracle of women,yet I breathe, 
Though death beenter'din this Tower of fleſh, 
He js not conquerour,my heart ſtands out, 
And yeelds to thee, ſcorning his tyranny, 
Lent. My doores are vow'd ſhut, and 1 cannot helpe you, 
Your wounds are mortall, wounded is mince honor, 
If there the Towne-guard finde you. Vohappy Dame, 
Reliefe is periur'd, my vow kepr, ſhame. 
What helliſh Deftinie did twiſt my fate? 
Atera. Reſt ceaze thine eyelids, be not paſſionate : 
_ Sweet, {leepe ſecure, Ile remoue my ſelfe. 
Thar viper Enuy ſhall nor ſpot thy fame: 
Il'c take that poylon with me, my ſoules reft, 
Por like a Serpent, Ile crecpc on my breaſt, 


Lent. Thou more then man, Loue-wounded: joy and griefe 


fightin my bloud. Thy waunds and conſtancy 
Are both ſo ſtrong none can haue victory, 
Aleng. Darken the world carths-Queene, get thee to bed; 
The carth is light where thoſe two ſtarres are ſpread; 
' Their ſplendor will betray me to mens eyes. 
Vaile thy bright face,for if thou longer ſtay, 
Phabzs will riſe to thee, and make night day. 
Lent. To part and leaue you hurt, my ſoule doth, 
Mena, To part from hence I cannot, you being there, 
Lent. Wee ll moue together,then Fate Louec controules, 
Andas wepart,ſo bodies part from ſoules. 


Mend, Mine is the earth, thine the refined fire; 


—_— T_T” 15 


GE & = 7 RPE SAS WF. Lon oo _— # - n . 
; 4 o = C ” ſ 


AK 


[ am mortall,thou divine, then ſoule mount higher, 
Len.Why then take comfort ſweet, Ile ſee'ou ro morow, Exit 


Men. My wounds are nothing,thy lofſe breeds my ſorrow, 


bee now 'tis darke, RS 
p1pport your Maſter,legges, alittle further : 
wg a. bold heart —- anguiſh of my wound : by 
ry further yet,can bloud weigh downe my ſoule? 
Yeſire is yaine Without abilitie, He ſtag vers 0n,and 
hus falles a Monarch if Fate puſh at him, ten fals downe. 
 Emter a Captaine,and the watch. 
Capt. Come on my hearts,we are the Cities ſecuritie, Ile giue 
Ou your charge,and then like Courtiers cuery man ſpy out : 
tno man.in my company be afraid to ſpeake to a cloake linc 
ich yeluet,nor trembleat the ſound of a gingling Spurre, 
x Watch,May I never be counted a cock of the game if I feare 
purres: but be geldedlike a Capon for the preſeruing of my 
FYoyce. 
4 . Ile haue none of my Band refraine to ſearch a yeneriall 
ouſe, thougn his wes ſiſter be a lodger there : nor take two 
\llings ofthe Bawd to ſaue the Gentlemens credits that are 
oft : and ſo like voluntary Panders leaue them to the ſhame 
all Halbardiers, | 
. Nay for the Wenches weele tickle them, that's flat, 
#p. If you meet a Shexoiliero that's in the grofle phraſe, a 
ightrhat ſwaggers in the ſtreet, and being taken, has no mo= 
y in his purſe to pay for his fees,it ſhall be a part of your du- 
to intreat me to let him goe. 
. O marvellous ! is there ſuch Shemoiliers? 
. Some 200 that's the leaft, thatare reueal'd, /erd.grones. 
ap. What grone is that? bring a light. Who lics there? . © 
is the Lord Xerndoſa,kinſman to the Duke, 
eake good my Lord, relate your dire miſchance-: 
fe like a fearefull ſcruant flies his maſter, 
t muſt attone them,or th whole man is loſt. 
nuey him toa Sargeons, then returne : 
place ſhall be vnſearch't vatiltwe finde 
etruth of this miſchance. Make haſte againe. Exit the Watch. 
ole houſe is chis ſtands open? in, and ſearch, Iſaner. Capt. 
| E What 
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What gueſts that houſe containes, and bring them forth, 

This Noble-mans misfortune ſtirs my quier, 

"' Znter the and fils my ſoule with fearcfull fantaſies, 

- Yatch, with Byte vawinde this Labyrinth'of doubr, 

' Claridiana Fife induſtry ſhall looſe part of it ſelfes labour. 

' | 1d Rogers Who haue we there? Stgniors cannot you tell ys, 

* '\aken m ne How our Princes kinſman came wounded to death 

'  wothers hou yy; oh to your houſes ? 

'' fern their Rog. Hey-day; crofle-ruffe at mid-night. Is't Chriſtmas? 

Pires, an% You goca gaming to your neighbours houſe. 

 pight-gownes (14x. Doſt make a Mummer of me,Oxe-head? 

ey ſee one Cap. Make anſwere Gentlemen, it doth concerne you, 

other. Rog. Oxe-head will bearean aftion; Il'c hathe Law, Ile no 
be yoak't.Beare witnefle gentlemen, he calles me Oxc-head. 

Cap. Doe you heare fir? 

Clay. Very well, very well, take Law,and hang thy lelfe, 
if care not, Had ſhe no other but that good face ro doate vpon 
F:1; Id'e rather ſhee had dealt with a dangerous Frenchman th 
"0h with ſuch a Pagan, 

1 Cap. Are you mad? anſwere my demand. 
WW: | Rog. 1 am as good a Chriſtian as thy ſelfe, 
"= Though my wife haue now new Chriftned mee. 
: Cap. Are you deafe? you make noanſwere. 
Clar. Would Thad had the circumcifing of thee Tew, Ide 
Cur ſhort your Cuckold-maker,I would faith, I would i'fa:t 
' Cap. Away with them to priſon; they'll anſwere better ther 
Rog. Not to falt Gentlemen : what's our crime? 
Cap. Murther of the Dukes Kinſman, Signior Mendboſa. 
Amb.Nothing elſe? we didit, we did it, we did it. 
Cap. Take heed Gentlemen what you confeſle, 
Cla.lle confefle any thing fince I am made a foole by a knau 
Ple be hang'd like an innocent, that's flat, 
Rog. lle not fee my ſhame, Hempe inſtead of a Quackfalut 
you ſhall put out mine eyes, and my head ſhall be bought 
A: make Inke-hornes of, 
Ws Cay. You doe confeilſe the murder, 
4 Clay. Sir, tis true, 


 Doneby a faithlefle Chriſtian, and a Iew, 
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Cap. To priſon with them, we will beare no further, 
The tongue betrayes the the heart of gnilty murder, 
 *  Exemnntomnes.. 
Enter Count Gv1.do, ISABELLA, ANN Ajand SOYwants. 
Gwrd. Welcome to Pauy ſweet, and may this kifſe F 
Chaſe melancholy from thy company : 
Speake my ſoules ioy, how fare. you after trauel[? 
iae3 [Iſab. Like on that ſcapeth dangers on the ſeas, 
Yet trembles with cold feares being ſafe on land, 
With bare imagination of what's paſt, 
Gmid. Feare keepe with cowards, aire-ftars cannot moue, 


Il'e no I{ab. Feare in this kinde,my Lord,doth ſweeten loue, 
# EF" Guid. To thinke feare ioy (deare) I cannot conieure, | 
Iſab, Feare's fire to feruency, | F 
ſelfe, Which makes loues ſweet proue NeCtar: 
e vpon Trembling deſire, feare, hope, anddoubrfull leaſure, 
an th Diftill rem loue the quintefſence of pleaſure. 


Gnid. Madame,I yeecld to you ; Feare keepes with Loue, 
My Oratory is to weake againft you: 
You haue the ground of knowledge, wile experience, 
Which makes your argument invincible, 

I{ab. You are Times Scholler,and can flatter weaknefle, 


; Tde Guid. Cuſtome allowes it, and weplainly ſee, x 
4d fair Princes and women maintaine flatterie, 
-»rher( [ſab. Anna, goe ſee my lewels and my Trunkes 
Be aptly placed in their ſeuerall roomes, Exit Anna. 
fo Enter Gniaca Count of Gaza, with Attendants. 


My Lord, know you this Gallant? 'tis a compleat Gentleman, - 
Guid, ] doe, tis Counr Gniaca, my endeared friend, 


2 knau Gniac. Welcome to Pauie, welcome fairelt Lady: : 4 


Your fight, deare friend, is lifes reſtoratiue; No Shtomg- | 
ck{alut This day's the period of long wilh'd content, X ; 
ught More welcome to me thenday tothe world, | 


Night to the weeried, or gold to the Mizer; 
Such ioy feeles friendſhip in Society. | 
[Iſab. A rare ſhap't man : eompare them both together, | 
Gzic. Our loues are friendly twins,both ata birth; 


The ioy you taſte,that ioy doc I conceiue, 
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This day's the Iubile of my debire. 
Iſab. Hee's fairer then he was when T firſt ſaw him, 


o 
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& Tris little time makes him odfore excellent; 

4 Gui. Relate ſome newes. Harke you, whit Lady's that, 
3s Be open-breaſted,{o will I to thee, | They whiſper. 
Its [fab. Error did blinde him that paints Loue blinde; 


j> 4 . For my loue plainly iudpes difference * 
Ml. Loue is cleare-ſ{ighted,and with Eagles eyes, 
Vndazeled,lookes vpon cleare Sun-beam'd beauty: * 
Nature did rob herſelfe when ſhe made him, 
Bluſhing to ſee her worke excell herſelfe, 
Tis ſhape makes mankinde femelacie, 
Forgiue me Rogero, tis my Fate 
To loue thy friend; and quit thy loue with hate, 
T mult enioy him,let hope thy paſſions fmo ther : 
i Faith cannot coole bloud, Ile clip him, wer't my brother, 
Bt Such is the heate of my (incere affetions * 
of Hell nor carth can keepe louc in ſubie&zon., 


Gnia, I craue your Honors pardon my 7 20 


_ ﬀ 


Of what you were,may gaine a curteous frdon. 
Iſab. There needs no pardon where they'S no offence; 
His toygue ſtrikes Muſicke cauiſKinghifly ſenſe : 
I muft be ſygddaine,elſe defire confounds | Iu 
Guid. What ſport affoords this Climatgfor delight? 
Guia, Wee'll hawke and huat to day,asfatto morrow 
4 Varietie ſhall feed yarietie, 
ws: ! Tab. Diſhmulation womens armour ts, 
"op Aidloue belicfe, and female conſtancie, 
| OhI am ficke my Lerd, kinde Roperohelpe me. 
WW Guid. Forfend it heauen, Madame fit ; how fare you? 
lat My lives beſt comfort ſpeake,O ſpeake ſweet Sainr, 
-3h { Tſab.Ferch Art to keepelife;runne my Loue,] faiuts. 
"Tb * Myvitall breath runs coldly through my veines,. 
I fe leane death with eyes imaginary, 
Stand fearefully before me : here my end 
"ſl A wife.ynconſtant, yet thy loving friend; | 
wat Guid. As Gwifc as thought fly Tto fetch thee aid, Exit. 
Tr: £6: Thus innocence bycraft.is ſoone berraid.. A 
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Toy foule ſha!] raſte pteaſuresexcelling narure. 
Loue me, boch Art and nature in large recompence, 
Shall be pre: fuſe in raLiſhing thy ſenſe. 


Thy wir and beaury have 1ntrans'd my ſoule: 


Tlong tor daliance; my bloud burnes like fire, 
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My Lord Gniaca, 'tis your. Artmuſt heale me, 
] am loue-ficke for your loue; loue, cue, for louing: 
I bluſh for ſpeaking truth; faire'Sir beleeue me, 
Beneath the Moone noughr but your frowne can grieue me, 
Gnirc. Lady; by heauen,me thinkes,this fir is ſtrange. 
Iſab. Count not my loue light for this fodaine cbanget: 
By Cpids Bow Iſweare, and will auow, X 
I neuer knew true perfect loue till now, 
Guic. Wrong not your ſelfe,me,and your deareſt friend, 
Your loue is violent, and (oone will erid. 
Louc is not Loue vnlefſe Loue dothperſeuer, 
That loue is perfe&t loue, that louesfor cuer, 
Iſab. Such lo!1c is Rs IRENE it veg youth, | 
ugh women vſe to lye, yet I ſpeake truth. | 
JL chevy for my life or {peedy death+ Dn bfoms! 
Can you affe& me? 
Gniac. 1 (ſhould belye my thoughts to giue denyall, 
But chen to friendſhip I muſt curne difloyall : 
I will not wrong my friend, let that ſuffice. 
I[ab. Te be a mirade,for loue a woman dies. Offers to ſtab 
"Gniac.Hold Madam, theſe ate ſoule-killing paſſions, her” ſelfe.. 
Jde rather wrong my friend, then you your ſelfe, 
I{ab. Loue me, or elfe by [oe death's bur delaid : 
My vow is fixt in heauen, feare ſhall not moue me, 
My life is deazh with rortures 'lefſe you loue me, 
Gniac. Giue me ſome reſpite, and I will reſelue you, 
Iſh. My heart denies it. 
My bloud is violent, now or elſe nener, . 
Loue me, and like loues Queene Ile All before thee, 
Tarifing daliance from thee with my ſmiles, 
And ſteale thy heart with my delicious kifles, 
Tle ſtudy Art in loue, that ina rupture + - 
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Gaze, You haue preuail'd, I yours fromall the world,. X 
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He that but now negleCed thee, adores thee: 
Bur ſee here comes -my friend, feare makes him tremble, Arn, 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Helspaine on earthisto delay defire, 
Iſab. I kifle thee for that breath, this day you hunt; 
In mid(t of all your ſports leauc you Rogers, 
Returne to me whoſe life reſts in thy fight, 
Where pleaſure ſhall make NeCtar our delight, 
Gwiac, I condiſcend to what thy will implores tne; 
Enter Rogero, 


Iſab. Women are witleſſe that cannot difſemble: Dottor. 


Now I am ficke againe: where's my Lord Rogero? 
His loue and my health's vaniſh'd both together. 
Gaid, Wrong not thy friend,deare friend,in thy extreames, 
Here's a profound Hippocrates, my deare, 
zo miniſter to thee the ſpirit of health, 
*Tab. Your fight to me, my Lord, excels all Phyſicke; 
I am better farre (my Loue) then whenyouleft me: 
Your friend was comfortable to me at the laſt, 
'T was bur a fit, my Lord, and now 'tis paft. 
Areall things ready fir ? 
Anna. Yes Madame, the houſe is fit. 
Guiac. Deſire in women is the life of wit. Exeam Ones. 
Enter ABIGAL aud THAIS at ſencrall dores. 

Abig. O partner, I am with childe of laughter,and none but 
yotfcan bee my Mid-wife: was there cucr ſuch a game at 
Noddy? | 

Thais. Our Husbands thinke they are fore-men of the Tury, 
they hold the Heretickepoint of Predeftination,aad ſure rhey 
are berne to be hanged. 

Abig. They are like to proue men of iudgement, but not 
for killing of kim that's yer aliue, and well recouered. 

Thats, As ſoone as my man ſaw the Watch come yp , 

All his ſpirit was downe, 

wm But though they haue made ys good ſport inſpeech, 
They did hinder ys of good ſport in ation. | 
O wench, imagination is ſtrong in pleaſure, 

Thais. That's true : for the opinion my Good-man had of 
enioying you, made him dowonders, (variety? 


Abig.Why ſhould weak man, that is ſo ſoone fatisfied,defire, 


Thais. 
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Thais, Their anſwert is., tofeedon | 
would breed a loathing. | . | 

Abig. Then ifwe ſeck for ſtrange fleſh that haue tomackes 

at will, 'tis pardonable, I rk: 

Thais. I, if men had any feeling of it, but they iudge ys by 
themſclues, | : | 

Abig. Well, wewill bring them to the Gallowes,and then, 

like kind virgines, begge their lues, and after liue at our plea. 
ſures, and this bridle ſhall ſtill reyne them. 

Thais, Faith, if we were diſpoſed, we might ſeeme as ſafe,” 
As if we had the broad ſeale to warrant it : 

But that ighrs worke will flicke by me this forty weekes, 
Come, ſhall we go vifit the diſcontented Lady Lentwlus > 
Whom the Lord Mendoſa has confeſt to his Chirurgion, 
He would haue rob'd: ] thought great men wealdias 
Haue rob'd the poore, yet he the rich, 

Abig. He thought that the richer purchaſe,though with the 
worſe conſcience: but weell to comfort her,and then go heare 
our Husbands lamentations. They fay mine has compiled an 
vngodly yolume of Satyres againſt women,and cals his beoke 
The fuarle. | 

Thais, But he's in hope his booke will ſaue him. (faſhion, 

Ab g. God defend that ir ſhould , or any that ſnarle in that 

Th.Well wench,if 1could be metamorphofed into'thy ſhape, 
T ſhould have my husband pliant tome in his life, 
And ſoone rid of him: for beigg weary With his continuall 
He'd die of a conſumption,” . (motion, 
Abig: Make much of him, forall our wanton prize, 
Follow the Prouerbe, Merry be and wiſe, Exeunt, 
Enter ISABELLA, ANNA, and Seryants, 
Ifab, Time that deuour'ſt all mortalitie, 
Runne ſ«iftly cheſe few houres, 
And bring Gniaca on thy aged fhoulders, 
That I may clip the rareſt modell of creation, 
Do this gentle Time 
And I will curle thine aged fiſuer locke, 
An41 dally with thee in delicious pleaſure, 


Medea-like I will renew chy youth 3 | 
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Ile poyſon thee with murder, curſe thy pathes, 
And make thee know a time of infamy, 
Ama, giue watch, aud bring me certaine notice 
When Count Griaca doth approach my houſe. 
Anna, Madam] go, ; 


| Tam keprfor on though I neuer taſte ir, 


For {tis the vſhers office ſtill to coucr 

His Ladies private meetings with her louer, / Exit. 
I{ab. Defire,thou quenchlefle flame that burn'ſt our ſoules; 

Ceaſe to torment me; 

-The dew of pleaſure ſhall put our thy fire, 

And quite conſume thee with ſatiety, 

Luſt ſhall bee cool'd with luſt, wherein Tle proue, 

The life ef loue is onely {au'd by loue, Enter Anna, 
Ann. Madame, hee's comming, | 
Iſab. Thou blefſed Merovrie, 

Prepare a banquet fit to pleaſe the Gods; 

Let Sphzre-like Mulicke breathe delicious tones 

Into our morrtall cares; perfume the houſe 

With odoriferous ſents, ſweeter then Myrrhe, 

Or all the Spices in Paychaia : 

His fight and touching we will recreate, 
Thar bi; fiue Senſes ſhall bee fiue-fold happy. 
His breath like Roſes caſts our ſweete pertume; 
Time now with pleaſure ſhall it ſelfe conſume, Enter Gniaca 
How like Adoxs in his hunting weedes, in his hunting 
Lookes this ſame Goddefle tempter? _ weedes, 

And art thou come? this kifle entrance thy ſoule, 

Gods I do not enuy you; for know this 

Way's here on earth compleate, excels your blifle : 

Y'ie not change this nights pleaſure with you all. 

Gn:ac. Thou creature made by loue, compos'd of pleaſure, 

That mak'ſt true vie of thy creation, 

In thee both wit and beauty's reſident; 

Delightfull pleaſure, vnpecr'd excellence, 

"This is the fare fix: faſt vntothy birth, 

That thou alone ſhouldſit be mans beauen on earth ; 
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The Inſatiate Connteſſe. 
If T alone may but enioythy loue, 
T'le not change carthly ioy to be heauens owe: 
For though that women haters now are common, 
They all thall know earths ioy conſiſts in woman, 
Iſab. My loue was gotage till Toned thee; 
For thy ſoule truely taſtes ourpetulance, 
Conditious Louer, Cpias Intelligencer, 
That makes man vnderſtand what pleaſure is: 
Theſe are fit attributes vato thy knowledge; 
For womens beauty o'er men beare that rule, 
Our power commands therich, the wiſe, the foole, 
Though ſcorre growes bigin man in growth and ftature, 
Yet women are the rareſt workes in nature, 
Gsia, I do confeſle the truth, and muſt admire 
That women can command rare mans defire, 
I{ab. Ceaſe admiration, fit to Cupids feaſt, 
The preparation to Papheon daliance, 
Hermonius Muſicke breathe thy filuer Ayres, 
To ftirre yp appetite to Ven banquer, 
That breath of pleaſure that entrances ſoules, 
Making that inſtant happinefle a heauen, 
In che true taſte of loues deliciouſnefle, 
Gniac, Try words are able to ftirre cold defire, 
Into his fleſh thar lyes entomb'd in Ice, 
Hauing loſt the feeling vſe of warmth in bloud, 
Then how much more in me, whoſe youthfull yeynes, 
Like aproud Riuer, ouer-flow their CR 
Pleaſures Ambroſia, or loues nouriſher, 
I long for priuacie; come let vs in, 
'Tis cu:ſtome, and not reaſon makes loue ſinne, 


I{ab. Teleade the way to Venus Paradiſe, Ext 
Where thou ſhalt taſte that fruit that made man wiſe, MT/ab, 


Gniac, Sing notes of pleaſure to elate our bloud : 
Why ſhould heauen frowne on ioyes that do ys good? 
I come /ſabella keeper of loues treaſure, 


To forcethy bloud to luſt, andrauiſh pleaſure, Ext. 
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ig The Inſatiatt Counteſſe. 
:3 Aﬀter ſome ſhort Song enter ISABELLA and GNIACA 
o againe , ſhe hanging about his necks laciniouſly. 


Gniac, Still I am thy captiue,yet thy thoughts are free, 
To be Loues bond-man is true liberty, 
I haue ſwamme 1n ſeas of pleaſure without ground, 
Ventrous defire paſt depth it ſelfe hath drown'd. 
Such skill has beauties Art in a true louer, 
That dead deſire to life it can recouer. 
[i Thus b:auty our defire can ſoone aduance, 
j Then ftraight againe kill it with daliance, 


Not dye by ſurfet on my delicates : 

And as I tyc this Iewell about thy necke, 
So may I tie this conſtant loue to mine, 
Neuer to ſecke weaking varietie, 


| Diuineſt women, yout enchanting breathes 
} Giue Louers many lifes and many deaths, 
j | Iſab. May thy deſire to me for euer laſt, 


* Thar greedy curſe of mans and womans hell, 
Where nought but ſhame and loath'd diſeaſes dwell, 
ny Gniac. You counfell well,deare,learne it then; 

+: For changeis giuen more to yowthen men, 


; Iſab. My faith to thee, like Rockes, ſhall nener moue, 
T5 The Sunne ſhall change his courſe ereT my loue. Enter Anna. 
þ Anna. Madame,the Count Rogeroknockes, 
Iſab. Deere Loue into my chamber, till I ſend 
My hate from fight, | 
Gnidc, Luſt makes me wrong my friend, Exit Gniaca. 
Iſab. Anna,ftand here, and entertaine Lord Roger. 
x X T frommy window ſtraight will ginc him anſwere, 
The Serpents wit to woman reſt inme, 
Bythat marrtell, then why not he by me? 
Fain d fighes and teares dropt froma womans eye, 


i. Blindes man of reaſon, ſtrikes his knowledge dumbe: 
, Bu Wit armes a woman, Count Rogero come, Exit 1ſabella. 
Try Auna. My office flill is vnder: yer in time 


Vſhers prove M>ters,degrees make; vs climbe, Guido knocks. 
W ho kaockes 1: you my not; Lord? | 


Emir 


7 Inſatiate Connteſſe. 
Enter \3v1D O #n bis hunting weedes. 
Guid. Came my friend hither, Count-Gmaca? 
Ama. No, my good Lord. | 
Guid, Where's my Iſabella? 
Anna, In her Chamber, 
Guid, Good: Tle vifite her, 
Ann, The chamber's lockt my Lord:ſhe will be priuate. 
Gaid, Lockt againft me, my ſawcy mallapert? 
Ann. 'Be patient good my Lord: ſhe1 giue you anſwere, 
Guid, Iſabella life of loue,ſpeake, 'tisI that cals, 1/ab.at hey 


X M1ſab. T muſt deſire Your Lordſhip pardon me, window, 


Guid. Lordſhip? what's this? ſabella, art thou blinde? 
Iſab. My Lord,wy luſt was blind, burnow my ſoule's cleare 
And ſees the ſpots that did corrupt my fleſh: (bghted, 
Thoſe tokens ſent from hell, brought by defire, 
The meſſenger of euerlafting death. 
Ann. My Lady's in her Pulpit, now ſhe'll preach, 
Gaid, 1s not thy Lady mad? In veritie I alwaics 
Tooke her for a Puritanc, and now ſhe ſhewes it, 
Iſab. Mocke not Repentance, Prophanation 
Brings Mortals laughing to damnation, 
Belecue it Lord, /ſabe[ia's ill paſt life, 
Like gold rcfin'd, ſhall make a perfe&t Wite, 
I fttand on firme ground now, before On ice; 
We know not vertue till we taſte of vice. 
Guid, Do you heare diſlimulation, woman ſinner? 
Iſab. Leaue my houſe, good my Lord, and for my part, X 
T looke for a molt wiſht reconciliation 
Betwixt my ſelfe and my moſt wronged Husband, 
Temprt not contrition then, religious Lord. 
Guid, Indeed T was one of your family once : 
But do not T know theſe are but braine-trickes : 
And where the deuill has the fee-fimple,he will kep poſſeſſion, 
And will you halt befereme that yourſelfe has made a criple? 
1I{ab. Nay, then you wreng me : and diſdained Lord, 
I paid thee for thy pleaſures yendible B 
Whoſe mercenary fleſh I bought with coyne, 
I will diuulge thy baſenefle, 'lefle with ſpeed 
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. - iy . .WEe at iate | onnteſſe. 
' Thou leaue wy houſe and my ſociety. 
* Guid, Already turn d apoſtate, but now all pure, 

Now damn'd your faith is, and loues endure 

Like deiv vpon the grafte, when pleaſures Sunne 

Shines on your vertues, all your vertue's done, 

Tlelcaue thy houle and thee, go get thee in, 

Thou gaudy childe of pride, and nurſe of finne, 
Iſab. Raile not on me, my Lord; for if you doe , 

My hor deſire of vengeaance ſhall irike wonder 

Reuenge on woman fals like dreadfull thunder. Exit. 
Anna, Y our Lordfhip will command me no further feruice? 
Guid, 1rhanke thee for thy watchful ſeruice paſt; 

Thy vſher-like attendance on the Staires, 

Being true fignes of thy humility, 

Ana. Thope I did diſcharge my place with care. 

_ Guid. Vſhers ſhould haue much wit, but little haire; 

Thou haſt of both ſufficient: prethee-leaue mee, 

If thou haft an honeſt Lady, commend me to her, 

But ſhe is none; Exit Anna, Manet Guide, 

Farewell thou priuate ſtrumpet worſe then common. 

Man were on carth an Angell, but for woman, 

That ſcuen-fold branch of hell from them doth grow, 

Pride, Luſt, and Murder,they raiſe from below, 

With all their fellow finnes, Women were made 

Of bloud, without ſoules : when their beauries fade, 

And their luſt's paft, auarice or bawdry 

Makes them ſtill lou'd : rhen they buy venerie, 

Bribing damnation, and hire brothell-ſlaues, 

Shame's their executors, Infamy their graues, 

Your painting will wipe off, which Art did hide, 

And ſhew your vgly ſhape in ſpite of pride. 

Farewell 1ſabella poore in ſoule and fame, 

Tleaue thee rich in nothing bur in ſhame, 

Then ſoule-lefſe women know, whoſe faiths are hollow, 

Youcluſt being quench'd, a bloudy a&t muſt follow, Ex2. 
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Actus- 


The Inſutiate Coanteſſe, 
Aus quarti Sczna prima. 


Enter the Duke of Amago, the C aptame,and the reff of the 


FX watch,with the Senators. 
| Duke, 
Vſtice that makes princes like the Geds,draws ys ynto the $e< 
] That with ynpartiall balance we may poyte (nate; 
The crimes and innnocence of all offenders, 


Our preſence can chaſe liberty from Lawes : 
Hebeſt can iudge,that beares himſelfe the cauſe, 
x Senat.True mighty Duke,it beft becomes our places, 
To haue our light from you the ſonne of Vertue, 
SubicCt authoritie,for gaine,loue,or feare, 
Oft quits the guilty and condemnes the cleare, 
Dk. The land and people's mine, the crimes being knowne, 
1 muſt redrefſe,the ſubiefts wrong's mine owne, 
Call for the two ſufpeRed for the murder 
Of Menrdeſa,our endered kinſman, Theſe yoluntary murderers 
That confeſſe the murder of him that is yet aliue, 
Wee'l ſport with ſerious iuſtice for a while, 
In ſhew-wee'll frowne on them that make vs ſmile. 
2. Ser, Bring forth the priſoners we may heare their anſwers, 
; Enter (brought inwith Officers)Clatidiana and Mizaldus, 
Dwke. Stand forth you vyipers, that haue ſuck'd bloud, 
And lopt a branch ſprung from a royall Tree : 
What can you anſ{were to eſcape tortures? 
Rog. We haue confeft the factmy Lord,to God and man, 
Our ghoſtly father, and that worthy Captaine: 
We beg not life but fauourable death, 
Duke. On what ground {prung your hateto him we lou'd? 
Clar. Vpon that curſe laid on Venctians iclouſie, | 
' We thought he being a Courtier, would haue made ys Magai. 
ficoes of the right ſtampe,, and haue plaid at Primero inthe 
preſence,with gold of the Citie brought from our Indies, 
| we Nay more, my Lord, we feared that your kinſman for 
a meſle of Sonnets, would have giuen the plot of vs and our 
Wiucs,to ſome necdy Poer,and for ſport and profit brought vs 
Mos OO E 3. Qs 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
in ſome Venetian Comedy vpou the Stage. 
' Duke. Our iuſtice dwels with mercy; be not deſperate, - 
x Sen, His Highneſle faine would faue your liwes'if you 
would ſce it. | 7 2 
Rog. All the Law in Venice ſhall not ſaue me, I will not be 
"As3 g 
Clar. Fearenot,I haue a trick to bring ys to bangivg in ſpite 
of the Law. 
Rog. Why now I ſee thou lou'ſt me;thou haſt confirm'd 
Thy t:iendſhip for euer tome by gheſe words, 
Why, I ſhould neuer heare Lanthorne and Candle cal'd for, 
But I ſhould thinke it was for me and my wife, 
Tle hang for that, forget not thy tricke. 
Vpon'em with thy tricke, I long for ſentence, 
2 Sen. Will you appeale for mercy to the Duke? 
Clar, Kill nor thy iuſtice Duke to ſaue our liues : 
We haue deſcrued death, 
Rog. Make not vs preſidents for after wrongs, 
I will receiue puniſhment for my linnes, 
It ſhall be a meanes to lift ys towards heauen. 
Clar. Let's baue our deſert, we craue no fauour, 
Duke. Take them aſunder, graue iuſtice makes ys murth, 
That man is ſoule-leſle, that ne er fins on earth. 
Signior Afzalans, relate the weapon you kil'd him with, and 
the manner, 
Rog. My Lord,your luftfull kinſ-man,]T can title him no bet- 
ter,came ſneaking to my houſe like a Promoter to ſpye fleſh in 
the Lent: nowI hauinga Venetian ſpirit , watcht my time, 
and with my rapier runne him through, knowing all paines arc 
bur rrifles tothe horne of a Citizen, 
Dake. Take him afide.Signior Claridiana, what weapon had 
you for this bloudy fact? What dart vs'd death? 
Clar. My Lord, Ibrain'd him with a leauer my neighbour 
lent me, and he ſtood by and cryed firike home old boy. 
Duke. With ſeuerall inſtruments, Bring them face to face. 
With what kil'd. you our nephew? 
BE With a Rapier Leige, Clar. Tisalye,. 
I kil d him with a lcauer, _ thou ſtood'ſi by, 


%.. 


| Rog. 


EE SR 


— 


The Inſatiate Counteſſe, 
Rog. Doſt thinke wo ſave me and hang thy ſelfe?no I ſcorne 
” tt; is this the cricke thou faid'(t thou had'{? I kil'd him Duke, 
He onely gaue conſent : 'twas I tha: did it, 
Clar. Thou haſt alwaies beene crofle to me, and wilt be to 
my death. Haue Itaken all this paines to bring thee to han- 


ging, and doſt thou ſlip now? 
Rog. We ſhall neuer agree ina tale till we come to the gal- 


lowes, then we fhall iumpe, 
Clay. Tle ſhew you a croſſe-point, if you crofſe me thus, 


When thou ſhalt not ſee it, 

Rog. Tle make a wry mouth at that, or it ſhall coſt me a fall: 
'Tis thy pride to be hang'd alone, becauſe thou ſcorn'ft my £6 
pany:bur it ſhall be knowne I am as good a man as thy ſelfe, & 
in theſe ations will keepe company with thy berters, Iew. 

Clar.Monſter. Rog.Dog-killer, Clar.Fencer. They buſtle. 

Duke. Part them, part em. 

' Rog. Hang vs,and quarter vs,we ſhalne'er be parted til then, 

Dake. You do confeſſe the murther done by both. 

Clar. But that I would not haue the flaue laughar mee, | 
And count mea coward, hauea very good mind to liue, Aſide. / 
Buc I am reſolute : *ris but a turne, Ido confeſſe, | 

Rog. S0 doeT, ) 
Pronounce our doome, weare prepar'd to die, / 

1 Sen, We ſentence you to hang till you be dead : 

Since you were men eminent in place and worth, 
We giue a Chriſtian buriall ro you both, (agree 
Cla.Not in one graue together we beſecch you, we ſhall ne'er 

Rog. He ſcornes my company, till the day of Iudgement, 
Tle not hang with him. b: 

Duke. You hang together, that ſhall make you friends, 

An enerlaſting hatred death ſoone ends : 

To prifon with them till the day of death; 

Kings words,like Fate,mult neuer change their breath, 
Rop. You malice-monger, Tle be hang d afore thee, 


And't be but to yexe thee. | | 
Clair. Tle do you as good a turneorthe hang-man,and ſhall 


fall out, 
Exe:mt arbo [LES 1. 
S Enter 


The Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
- . Enter MtnD 05 a mnhis night gowns and cap guarded, 
wy ES with the Captaime. © 
Duke. Now to our kinſman, ſhame toroyall bloud, 
Bring him before vs, | 
Theft in a Prince is ſacrilege to honour 
Tis vertues ſcandall, death of Royalty, 
I bluſh to ſee my ſhame; Nephew fit downe 
Juſtice that ſmiles on thoſe on him muſt frowne , 
Speake freely Captaine,where found you him wounded? 
Capt. Berweene the widowes houle and theſe crofle neigh 
Beſides an Artificiall Ladder made of ropes (bours, 
Was faltned to her window, which he confeſt 
He brought to rob her of Iewels and coine, 
My knowledge ycelds no further circumſtance, (ledge, 
Dake. Thou know'ſt roo, much, would I were paſt all knows 
T might __ my griefe ſprings from my ſhame, | 
Thou monſter of my bloud, anſ{were in briefe 
Totheſc Afſeriions made againft thy life. 
Is thy ſoule guilty of ſo baſe a fa? 
Mend. I do confeſle I did entend to rob her, 
In the attempt I fell and hurt my ſelfe. 
Lawes thunder is but death, I dread itnort, 
So my Lentulus honour be preſeru'd 
From black ſuſpition of a luſtfull night, 
Duke. Thy head's the forfeit for thy hearts offence , 
Thy blouds prerogatiue may claime that fauour, 
Thy perſon then to death doomb'd by iuſt lawes, 
Thy death is infamous, but worſe the caule, 
Enter ISABELLA alone GNIACA following her, 
Iſab. Oheawns that I was borne to be hates ſlaue, 
The foode of Rumor, that deuour's my fame; 
I am cal'd Inſatiate Counteſle, luſts Paramowre 
A glorious deuill, and the noble whore, 
I am ſick, yext, and tormented, O revenge, 
Gniac.. On whom would my [/abella be reveng'd? 
Iſab. Vpona Viper, that does get minc honour, 
I will not name him ill I be reueng'd, 


See, here's the Libels are diuulg'd againſt me, 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe.” © 


An euerlaſting ſcandall rg my name. - 
And thus the villaine writes ia my diſgrace. 
Shee reads. Who loues tHſabellethe infſatiate; 
Needs Atlas back for ts content hep luſt, 
That wandring Strumpet, and chaſte wedlockes hate, 
That renders truth: deceipr, for loyall truſt, 
That ſacrilegious thiefe'to Himers rights, 
Making her luſt her God, heau'n her delights, 
Swell not proud heart, Tle quench thy griefe in blood ; 
Deſire in woman cannor be withſtood, 
Gniac. Te be thy Champion ſweet 'gainſt all the world, 
Name but the villaine that defames thee thus. 
Iſab. Dare thy hand execute, whom my tongue condemnes, 
Then art thou truely valiant, mine for euer, 
' But if thou fain'(t, hate muſt our true loue ſeuer, 4 
Gniac, By my dead fathers ſoule, my mothers yertues, 
And by my Knight-heod, and Gentility; Ile be reueng'd 
On all the Authors of your Obloquie : Name him, 
Iſab. Rogero. Gniac. Ha. 
Iſab. What, does his name affright thee coward Lord? 


Be mad [ſabella, curſe on thy reuenge, 
This Lord was Knighted for hisfarhers worth, 


Nerhis owne, | 
Farewell thou periur'd-man, Te leaueyou all, 
You all conſpire to worke mine honours fall. 
Gniac. Stay Iſabella, were he my fathers ſonne, 
| Compoſed off me, he dies, | 
Delight ſtill keepe with thee : h in. 1b. Thou artiuft; 
Reuenge to me is ſweeter now then luſt, 


= 
\þ/ 


Enter Gv 100: they ſee one another, and draw,.and make 
4 paſſe, then enter” A'NN A, | 


Anna. What meanc you Nobles, will you kill each other? 
Ambo, Hold. 
Guid, Thou ſhame to friendfhip,whart intends thy hate? 
Gniao. Loue'armes my hand, makes my ſoule yaliaar, 
Iſabells's wrengs now firs vpon "Wha Ne: 
as: 1.4 o 


_ ed. 
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The Inſatiate: Counteſſe. 
To fall more heauy to thy cowards head, ' 
Then thunderbolts vpon owes rifted Oakes : 
Deny thy ſcandal}, of defend thy life. | 
Guid, What? hath thy faith and reaſon left thee both? 
That thou art onely fleſh withour a ſoule : 
Haſt thou no fecling of thy ſelfe and me? 
Blinde rage that will not ler thee ſee thy (elfe, 
Gniac. 1 come nor to diſpute, but execute : 
And thus comes death, Another paſſe. 
Gaid, And thus I breake thy dart,her'es at thy whores face, 
Guiac, Tis miſt: heere's atthy heart, tay,ler vs breathe, 
Gu'd, Let realon gouerne rage, yet let vs leaue, 
Although moſt wrong be mine, I can forgiue : 
Inthis attempt, thy ſhame will eyer live, . 
Gn ac. Thou haſt wrong 'd the Phoenix of all womey rareſt; 
She that's moſt wiſe, moſt louving,chalte and faireſt, 
Guid. Thou doteſt vpon a deuill, not a wotnan, 
Toat ha's bewitchr thee wich her Sorcerie, 
And drown thy foulein leathy facylties,.' 
Her vſeleſle luſt has heoumb'd thy knowledge, 
Thy inteleCuall powers obliuion ſmothers, 
That thou art nothmg but forgerfulnefle,,. , + - 
G2iac. Whar's this tomy Iſabells, my finnes mine ewne; , 
Het faults were none, yntill thou madeſt;;emknowne., 
Gaid, Leaue her, and leaue thy ſhame where firſt thou: , 
found (& it; & Tn 
Elſe live a bond-ſlaue to diſeaſed luſt, '.- | 
Deuour'd in her gulfe-like appetite . 
And infamy ſhall write thy Epitaph, 
Thy memory leaues nothing but thy crimes, 
A ſcandall to thy name in future times. 


G114c. Put vp your weapon, Idare heare you further, | 
Inſatiat luſt is Sire(till ro murther, 


Thou gh you kill me, new pleaſure makes you next > 
Shelau'd me deerer, then ſhe toues younow, .. 7; .v! 
She'll neer be faithfull,; has'twice broke her you, . 


This curſe purſues female Adulterie: 


4, | 7 Þ; 7 
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The Inſatiate Connteſſe. 
They'll ſ\wimme through bloudfor finnes varietie; 
Their pleaſure like a ſea ground-lefſe and wide, 
A womans luſt was never ſatiſfhed. h | 

Gniac. FPeare whiſpers in my breaft, Thaue aſoule 
That bluſhes red, for tending bloudy fadts : 

Forgiue.me fridnd,; if I can be forgiuen, 
Thy counſell is the path lcades me to heauen, 

Guid. 1 do embrace * reconciled loue, * . 

Gniae. That death or danger, now ſhall neer remoue, 
Gorell thy Inſariate Counteſle, Anna, 

We haue eſcap't the ſnares of her falſe Loue, 

Vowing for euer to abandon ber, = 
Guid. You haue heard our Reſolution, pray be gone, 
Anna. My office cuer reſted at your pleaſure, 

I was the [nazan, yet you bad the treaſure, - 

My faQion often {weates, and oft takes cold, 

Then gilde true diligence o'er with gold. 

Guiac. Thy ſpeech deſcrue'sit there's gold, gies hey gold 
Be honeſt now, and not loves —_— | 
Turn'd vp and plaid on whilſt thou keep'ft the Rock, 
'Prerhe formally let's ha thy abſence. 

Anna. Lords farewell, Exit Ama, 

Guid. Tis Whores and Panders,that makes earth like hell, - 

Guiac. Now I am gotour of luſts Labyrinth, | 
I will to Venice, for a certaine time, 

To recreate my much abuſed ſpirits, 
And then revitite Pain and my friend, 
G#id, Tlebring you on your way, but mult ;eturne, 
Luſt is like Aetna, and will ever burne, 
Yetnow defire is quench't flam d once in height : 
Till man knowes hell, he newer has firme faith, Exexnt ambe 


Enter Iſabella rating, and Anna. 
Iſab. Out ſcritch-Owle meflenger of my reuenges death 
Thou do | belye Gniaca, *tis not lo. 
Am. Vpon mine honeſtie they are vnited, 


I/ab. Thy honeſty? thou yaſlaile ro my pleaſure take that, 
Strikes her. 
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Dart thou centroule me when ſay no? 
Art not wy foot-ſtogle, did not ] create thee? 
And made thee gentle, being barne a beggar: |. 
Thou haſt beene my womans Pandat for a Crowne, 
And doſt thou ſtand ypon thy honefty? + 

Ama. 1 2m what you pleaſe Madarve.. Yet 'tis (6. 

- Iſab. Slaue, I will ſlic thy congue,lefle chou fay no. 

Anna. No,no, no, Madame, : +; re 

Iſab. Thaue rny humour, though they now be falſe, 
Faint-hearted coward get thee from my fight, 
When villaine, haſt, and come not neere me, 

Ann. Madame:I run,her fight like death doth feare me, Ex. 

Iſab. Perfidious cowards, ftaine of Nobility, | 
Venecians, and be reconcil'>d with words ? 
O that I had Gzmea once more here, 
Within this priſon made of fleſh and bone, 
T'denot truſt Thunder with my fell revenge, 
Butmine owne hands ſhall do the dire exploit 
And fame ſhould Chronicle a womans acts : 
My rage reſpeCts the perſons not the facts. 
Their place and worths hath power to defame me, 
Mecane hare is ftingleſle, and docs onely name me: 
Lnot regard it, 'tis high bloud that ſwels, 
Giue me reuenge, and damne me into hels. 


bp: 


Enter Don Sago 4 Coronell, with a band of Sonuldiers, 
and a Lieutenant. 


A gallant Spaniard, I will heare himſpeake, 

Greife mult be ſpeechlcſle, e're the heart can breake, 
_ Sage. Lieutenant het good Diſcipline be vs'd 

In quarterivg of our Troops within the Citie, 

Not ſeparated into many ftreetes, 

Thar ſhewes weake loue, but not ſound policie, 

Diviſion in fmall numbers.makes all weake, 

Forces vnited are the nerues of watre, 

Mother and nurſe of obſeruation.. 

| Whoſerare ingenious ſpright, fils all the world By 
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By looking on it ſelfe with pierci $, 
Will Nh aker ſtrangers imbeciliries: 
Therefore be carefull. 

Lieft. All ſhall be ordered fitting your command, PR 
For theſe three gifts which makes a {ouldier rare, "=p. 
Is loue and dnty with a valiant care. Exeunt Lieft.and Sould. 

Sago. What rariety of womenfeeds my fight, | 
And leades my ſenſes in amaze of wonder? Sees her. 
Bellone, thou wert my Milſtrefle till I ſaw that ſhape 
But now my ſword, Ile conſecrate to her, 

Leaue Mars and become Capids Martialift, 

Beauty can curne the rugged face of warre, 

And make him ſmile vpon delightfull peace, 
Courting her ſmoothly like a femallift, 

T grow a flaue ynto my potent loue, 

Wooſe power change hearts, make our faces remoue, 

Iab. Reuenge, nor pleaſure, now o're-rules my bloud, 
Rage ſhall drownefaint loue in a crimſon floud, 

And were he caught, I'de make him murders hand, 

Sago, Me thinkes 'twere ioy to die at her command, 
Te ſpeake to heare her ſpeech, whoſe powerfull breath, 
Is able to infuſe life into death, 

Iſab. He comes to fpeake : hee's mine,by loue he is mins, 

Sago. Lady, thinke bold intrufion curtefie, 
"Tis but imagination alters them, | 
Then'tis your thoughts, not I, that do offend, 

Iſab. Sir, your intruſion yet's but,curteſie, 
Valefſe your future humor alterit, 

Sago, Why then, divineſt woman, know my ſoule 

Is dedicated to thy ſhrine of beauty, 

To pray formercy, and repent the wrongs 

Done againſt loue, and temall purity. 

Thou abſtract drawne from natures empry ſtore-houſe , 

I am thy (laue, command my ſword, my heart 
The ſoule is try'd beſt by the bodies ſmarr, 

Tſab. You are a ſtranger to this land and me, 
What madneſle iſt for meto truft yow then? 
| Tocolca women is a Trade 'mongtt men, / © 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe, 
Smeorth promiſes, faint paſſions with a lye, 
Decciues our {ex of fame and chaſtity, 
Whar danger dur(t you hazard for my loue? 

i ©.90, Perils that neuer mortall durſt approue, 
| X Tie double all the workes of Hercules, 
Expoſe my lelfe in combar 'gainſt an Hoſte, 
Meecte danger in aplace of certaine death, 
Yet neuer (hrinke, or giue way to my Fate; 
Barc-breſted mecte the murderous Tartars dart, 
Or any fatall cngine made for death : 
Such power ha's loue and beauty from your eyes, 
He thar dics reſolute, does neuecr die : 
"Tis feare giues death his ſtrength, which I refiſted, 
Death is but empty Aire,the Fates haue twiſted, 
Iſab. Dare you reuznge my quarrell, gainſt a foe? 
Sage. Then aske me if I dare embrace you thus, 
Or kifle your hand, or gaze on your bright eye, 
Where Cpid dances, on thoſe globes of loue, 
Feare is my vaſlall, when I frowne he flyes, 
A hundred times in life, a coward dies. 
1ſab. Tnor ſuſpe& your valour, but your will. 
Sago. To gaine your loue, my fathers bloud Te ſpill. 
1{ab. Many baue ſworne the like, yer broke their vow. 
Sago. My whole endeuour to your wiſh ſhall bow. 
I am your plague to ſcourge your enemies. 
Tſab. Performe your promiſe,and enioy your pleaſure, 
Spend my loues Dowry, thatis womens treaſure: 
Bur if thy reſolution dread the triall, 
Tle tell the world a Spaniard was diſloyall, 
xX _ Sago. Relate ” Pe griefe, I long to heare their names, 
Whole baſtard ſpirits, thy true worth defames : 
_Fle waſh thy ſcandall off, when their hearts bleeds, 
 Valour makes difference betwixt words and deeds. 
Tell thy fame's poyſon, bloud ſhall waſh thee white. 
Iſab. My ſpotleſle honour is a ſlaue to ſpite: 
Thele are the monſters Venice doth bring forth, 
Whoſe empty ſoules arc bankerupt of true worth, 
Falle Count Gxido, treacherous Grniach 


Counteffs 


The Inſatiate Counteſſo, 
Counteſle of Gazia, and of rich Maſlino, 
Then if thou beeſt a Knight, help the oppreRt, 
Through danger ſafety comes, through trouble reſt, 


And ſo my lcue, 
Sago. Ignoble villens, their beſt bloud ſhall proue, 


Reuenge fals heauy, thar is rail'd by loue, 
Iſab. Thinke what reproch is to a womans name, 
Honor'd by virth, by marriage, and by beauty : 
Be God on earth, and reuenge innocence, 
O worthy Spaniard, on my knees I begge, 
Forget the perſons, thinke on their offcnce, 


Sago. By the white ſoule of honour, by heau'ns [owe : 
They die, if their death can attaine your loue, 


Iſab. Thus willI clip thy waſte, embrace thee thus: XX 
Thus dally with thy haire, and kifle thee thus: 
Our pes Pothean-like in ſundry ſhapes, 
Shall with variety ſtirre daliance, 
Sago, I am immortall,O diuineſt creature : 
Thou doſt exccll the Gods in wit and feature; 
Falſe CountsYou die, reuenge now ſhakes his rods: 
Beavty condemnes you, ſtronger then the Gods. 
Iſab. Come Mars of louers, Vulcan is not here , 


Make vengeance like my bed, quite voide of feare, 
Sago. My fences are intranft, and in this ſlumber, 


Jralte heau'ns ioyes, but cannot count thenumber, Ex.ambe, 


Enter Lady T.£nTvivs AB1GAL and THals, 


þ Abig. Well Madame :. you ſee the deftiny that followes | 


Marriage, 
Our Husbands are quiet now, and muſt ſuffer che Law, 


Thats, 1f my husband had beene worth the begging, ſome 
Courtier would haue had him:he might be beg'd well cnough, 
for he knowes nor his owne wife from another, 


Lady Lent, O you're a couple of truſty wenches,to deceiuc 


our husbands thus, 


Ab'g. If wehad not deceiu'd them thus, we bad been Truſt 
wenches,. Sts 116; | y119:11900 ( 
F fo 81 6 Ws | Thais, 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe, 

Thais. Our husbands will be hang'd, becauſe they thinke 
themſclues Cuckolds. | 

Abig. Tfall rrue Cuckolds were of that minde,the hangman 
would be the richeſt occupation, and more wealthy widowes, 
then there be yonger brothers to marry them, 

Thais, The Marchant Venturers would bee a very ſmall 
Company. 

Abig. 'Tis twelve to one of that, how cuer the reſt ſcape, 
I ſhall feare a maſſacre. 

Thats. Tf my husband heereafter for his wealth chance to 
bee dub'd. 

Tle haue him cal'd, the Knight of the ſuppoſed horne, 

Abio. Faith, and it "$a well. 

"314 Come madcaps leaue icſting , and let's deliuer them 
out of their earthly purgation;you are the ſpirits that torment 
them : but my loue and Lord, kiud Mendoſa, will loſe his 
life, to preſerue mine honor,not for hate to orhers, 

Abig. By my troth, if I had beene his iudge, I ſhould haue 
hang'd him for hauing no more wit, I ſpeakeas I thinke, forT 
would not be hang dfor ne'er a man vnder the heau'ns, 

Thats. Faith, I thinke I ſhould for my husband, Idoe not 
hold the opinon of the Phi:ſopher, that writes we loue them 
beſt, that we enioy firſt: for I proteſt I loue my l:usband þbetrey 
then any that did know me before, | 

Abig. S$odoJ, yetlife and pleaſure,are two ſweet things ts 
a woman. | 

Lady. He thar's willing to dic toſaue mine honor,1'le die to 
{aue his. 

Abig. Tut.: belecue it who liſt, we loue a lively man I 
grant you : | 
But to maintaine that life, Ileneere conſent to die. 

This is arule I till will keepein breft, 
Loue well thy husband 'wench,burt thy ſelfe beft. 

Thats, I hauc followed your counſell hitherto, and meane 
todo (till. | {815 

Lady. Come we negle& our buſineſle, 'tis no iefting, 

To merrow.they are exccuted, lefſe we repricue them, 
We be their deftinies to eaſt their fate, 
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Enter Don Sa Go ſalus, with acaſeof Piſtols, 
Sago, Day was my night, and night muft be my day . 


The Sunne ſhin'd on my pleaſure, with my loue, 

And darknefſe muſt lend aid to my revenge, p 
The ſtage of heau'n, is hung with ſolemne blacke, 
A time bef fitting to at Tragedies, 

| The nights great Queene, that maiden Gouerneſſe 
Mufters black clouds, to hide her from the world, 

Afraide to looke on my bold enterpriſe. 

Curſ'd creatures meflengers of death, poſſeſſe the world, 

Night-rauens, ſcrixch-owles, and vote-killing Mandrakes, 

The ghoſts of miſers, that impriſon'd gold, 

Within the harmeleſſe bowels of the carth, 

Are nights companions: bawdes to luſt and murder , 

Be all propitious to my aCt of iuftice; 

Vpoen the ſcandalizers of her fame , 

That is the life-bloud of deliczoufnefle, 

Deem'd Iſabella, Cupids Treafurer. 

Whoſe ſoule containes thericheſt gifts of loue : 

Her beauty from my heart, feare doth cxpell; 

They rellith pleaſure beſt, rhat dread not hell, 


Who's there? Enter Connt Roger. 
Rog. A friend tothee, if thy intents be iuft and honorable, 


Sago. Count Rogers, ſpeake, Iam the watch. 

Rog. My name is Regero: do tthou know me? 

Sago. Yes {landerous villen, nurſe of Obloquie, 
Whoſe poyſoned breath, has ſpeckl'dcleare fac'tvertue, 


And made a Leper of [ſabelli's fame, 
That js as ſporlefſe, as the eyc of heau'n, 
Thy vicall « Jy acutting, Rarr not ſlaue, | 
He's ſure of ſudden death, heau'n canaor faue. 
' Rog: Artnot Gmiaca turn'd Apoſtata, has pleaſure once againe 
Turn'd thee againe a deuill, art not Gniaca? hah ! 
Sago. O that I were, then would Iftab my ſclfe, 


For hc is mark't for death, as well as thee; 
CCA H I and 


Y tm Dos Sago thy mortall enemie, ' _ _ | 
Wheſe hand loue makes thy executioner, 
Rog. Tknow thee valiant Spaniard, and to thee 
Murders more hatefull, then is lacrilege, 
Thy aRions cuer haue been honourable, 
Sago. And this the crowne of all my aQions, 
Topurge the earth, of ſuch man turn'd monſter. _ 
| Rog. I neuer wrong'd thee Spaniard, did I? ſpeake, 
Tle make rhee ſatisfaction like a Souldicr, Tell. him all 
A true Itahan, and a Gentleman: 934.1 the Plot. 
Thy rage is treacherie without a cauſe, 
Sago, My rage is iuſt, and thy heart bloud ſhail know; 
He that wrongs beauty, muſt be honours foe: 
Tſabel's quarrel], armes the Spaniards ſpirit. FO 
Rog. Murder ſhould keepe with baſeneſſe, not withamerit: 
Tle anſ{were thee tomorrow by my ſoule, - ' 
And clearethy doubts,or ſatiſfie thy will, | 
Sago. He's warres beft ſcholler, can with ſafety kill, 
Take this to night, now meete with me tomorrow, Shootes; 
I come [ſabella, halte thy hate is dead, -- Fer SHY 
Valour makes murder light, which feare makes dead, 
Capt. The piſtoll was ſhot heere, ſeize him, Enter Capt. 
Bring lights, what Dor Sago Colonel of the horſe? with.a bayd 
Ring the Alarum bell, raiſe the whole Gitze, ;_-/ - [of Soldier: 
His Trotpes arc in the Towne, I feare treacherie: .,- ,. ':77 
Whoſethis lies murdered; ſpeake bloud thirRy. Spaniard; 
Sage.I haue nor ſpoil d his face, you may know his yiſnomy, 
Capt. Tis Count Rogers, go conuey him hence... 
Thy life proud Spaniard, anſweres this offence, '  . / | 
A ſtrong guard for the priſoner, *leſſe the Cities powers | 
Riſe to reſcue him. -  Begirthim with Spuldiars. 
Sago. What needs this fttife ? 
Know ſlaues, Iprize revenge abouemy life, 
Fames regiſter to future times ſhall tell 


Io Forathy Don Sago, Count Ropers fell.,; 1. - | Even SROTEG: 
Ennis Altus owarti | E: iO py WE 
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The Ioſatiatt Cruntefe. =» 
Aus quintus Sczna prima. 


Enter M#D18 a, thedeadbodyof Gv19 0, AliarCowne 
Arſena, and Souldionrs, Don Sago ouarded, 
Executioner, Scaffold, 


MzDINA, 
DY Sags quak'ft thou not to behold this (| peQRacle, 
This innocent ſacrifice murdred nobleneſle, 
Wherrbloud, the Maker eucrpromileth , 
Shall, theugh with ſlow, yer, with ſure ven geancereſt, 
It is a guerdon earn'd, and muſt bee paide, 
As ſure reuenge, as itis ſure a deed: 
I ne'er knew murder yet, butit did bleed. 
Canft thou after ſo many fearefull couflicts, 
Betweene this obic, and thy guilty conſcience, 
Now thou art freed from out the ſerpents Iawes, 
That vilde Adulterefle, whole ſorceries 
Doth draw chaſte men intoincontinence : 
Whoſe tongue flowes ouer with harmefull cloquence, 


Canſtthou I ſay repent this hainous AQ, 
And learneto loath that killing Cockatice? 
Sago: By this frefh bloud, that from thy manly breft, 
I cowardly ſludt out, I would1n hell, 
From this ſad minute, ſtill the day of deome : - 
To re-inſpire vaine s£/cnlapins. 
And fill theſe crimſon-conduits, feele the fire 
Due to the damned, and this horrid fa&t. 
Medina, Vpon my ſoule, braue Spaniard, I beleeue thee. 
Sago. O ceaſe to weepein blood, or teach ime too, 
The bubbling wounds, do murmurt for reucnge: 
This is the end of luft, where men may ſee, 
Murders the ſhadow of adultery: 


And followes it to death, 


Medina. But hopefull Lord , we do commilerate 
Thy bewitch't fortunes, a free pardon giue ; | 


Qa his thy true and aoble penirence. | 
tis With 


of RE wa vo7 ah £4 s»/ af my as - >». WO gag nm > = 4 


The Inſatiate Counteſſe. 
With all we make thee Colonell of our horſe, 
Leutcd againſt the proud Venetian ſtate, 
Sago. Medina, I thanke not, giue life to him, 
That fits with Riſz«, and the full cheekt Bacchas, 
The rich and mighty Monarchs of thc earth: 
: Tomelifeisten times more terrible, 
Then death can be to me, O breake my breaſt: 
Diuines, and dying men, may talke of hell, 
But in my heart the ſeuerall torments dwell, 
What T anais, Nilus? or what Tiorss ſwift? 
What Rhentw ferier then the Cataract ? 
Although Neptolzs cold, the waues of all the Northerne Sea, 
Should flow for euer, through theſe guilty hands, 
Yet the ſanguinolent ſtaine would extant be, 
Medina. God pardon thee, we do, 
Enter a meſſenger. : A ſhout. 
Meſſenger. The Counteſle comes my Lord, vnto the death: 
But ſo vnwillingly, and vnprepar'd, 
That ſhe is rather forſt , thinking the ſumme 
She ſent to you of twenty thouſand pound , 
Would haue aſſured her of life. 
Medina. O heauens ! 
Is ſhenot weary yet of luſt and life? 
Had it beene Creſſus wealth, ſhe ſhould haue dyed; 
Her goods by law, areall confiſcate to vs, 
And dic ſhe ſhall : Her luft 
Would make a {laughter-houſe of Italy. 
E'reſhe attain'd to foure and twenty yeares, 
Three Earles, one Vicount, and this valiant Spaniard, 
Are knowne to a beene the fuell ro her luſt : 
Beſides her ſecret louers, which charitably 
T iudge ro haue becne but few, but ſome they were, 
Heere isa glafſe, wherein to view her ſoule, 
A Noble, Fo vnfortunate(* .ntleman, 
Cropt by her hand, as ſome rude paſſenger 
Doth pluck the tender Roſes. the budde, 
Murder andluſt, the leaſt of which is death, 


And hath ſhe yerany falſc hope of breath? 


Ent” 
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Enter ISABELLA, Wih her baire hanging downt,u chaplet 
of flowers on her head, a noſegay in her hand, Exec. | 
' tioner before her, and with hey a Cardinall. 


Iſah. What place is this? 
Card. Madame, the Caſtle Greene, 
Iſab. There ſhould be dancing on a greeneT thinke, 
Card. Madame: to you none other then your dance of death, 
Iſab. Good my Lord Cardinall do not thunder thus, 
I ſent to day to my Phiſition, Eo NP” 
And as he {ys he findes ro f1gne of death, 
Card. Good Madarae, do not ict away your ſoule, 
Iſab. O ſeruant, how haft thou betrai'd my life? To Sago. 
Thou art my deereft louer now I ſee, 
Thou wil. notleaue me, till my very death. 
Bleſſ'd bethy hand, I ſacrifice a kifſe 
To it and yengeance : worthily thou didft, 
He died deferuedly,;not content to enioy 
My youth and beauty, riches and my fortune : 
But like a Chronicler of his owne vice, 
In Epigrams and Songs, he tun'd my name, 
Renown'd me'for a Strumpet in the Courts, 
Of the French King, and the great Emperour, 
Didft thou not kilbhim-drunke? 
Medina. O ſhamelefle woman! _.. 
Iſab. Thou ſhouldR, or in the embraces of his luſt, 
Jt might hauc beene a womans yengeance, 
Yet I thanke thee Sago, and would not wiſh him living 
Were my life inſtant ranfome, 
Card. O Madame: in your ſoule haue charity. 
Iſab. There's mony for the poore, Gines hins mony.” 
Card. O Lady this is bur a branch of charity, 
An oftentation, or a liberal] pride; | 
Lertmeinftru& your ſoule, for that, I feare, 
Within the painted ſepulchre of fleſh, +. 
Lies in a dead conſumption : good Madame,read, pines 4 
1/ab. You put metomy bogke my Lord, will boo -” 
M5 , 5 ® nog 
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"Card; YesM adame, i in the curſing world, 
Sago, Amen, Amen: 005 3 6d} | 
 Iſab. While chodwere any ſernant, choohiten faid, 
- Amen to all my wiſhes, witneſle this ſedtacle: : 
Where's my Lord Medina? | 

Hedina. Heere Iſabella. What would youd 
Iſab. May wenotberepricu'd?  .-- nt 
Medina, My henours paſt, you may noe, BIR 
_JIſab. No, tis my honour paſt. 302) 
Medina. Thine honours paſt indeed. ; 
Iſab. Then there isno hope of abſoluteremiſſion;” | | t, 
Medina, For that your holy Confeflor willtelt you,” 
Be-dead-ro this worlt ; for I ſweare you die, 11.22 SY 
Were you my fathers daughter! 
Ifab. Can you do nothing my Lord Cardinall? 
Card. More then the world ſweet Lady, help wfaue-- 
W hat hand of man, wancs POWEer £O deſtroy. 297797 
Iſab. You'r all for this world, then why. not I? 
Were you in health and youth, like me my.Lord, - 
Alchough you merized the Crowne of life, . 8:57 
And ſtood in ſtate of grace, afſur'd of jt: 
Yet inthis fearefull 4: +7 n4OT * 
Old as youare, cnetill your lateſt tae, 
You'dcraue the helpe Le Phyfarion:: 
And wiſh your daies lengrhin'd one ſummer longer, 
Though all be griefc, labour and miſery, 
Yet none will part with it as I canfee, / - + - 
Medma; Vpto the ſcaffold with her, 'tis late. 
Iſab. Betterlate then neuer good my Lord, you thinkes 
You vſe ſquare dealing, Medina's m ty Duke: | 
Tyrant of Fraxce, ſent hither by the Fa - She aſcends the 
Medina, The fieter to meete you... . * Scaffold, 
Card. . Peace; "Good my Lotd,in deathidonorproucke her. 
Ifab; Seryant, low as my deftiny Ikpeelerothee, T; by 
Honouring in death, thy manly loyalty :--. 
"And what fo cer become of my. poore ſoule, 042515 6 fand 
bs. / The ioyes of both Lone nn BN K's 
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Gt to the Noble is Count On $1257} <:*! 11 2 HERE 
That ſhould haue ſbaredehyralonr, and cons my WR .”. 
Tell hm 1 pray-his pardon, "and: 1.2 $7024.78 
Medina, art yet inſpir dfrombemi's;-\ 9 [17:91 vi2us ep} 
Shew thy Creators Image + be like him, M147 + os 
Father of mercy. of HEE _ 
Medina, Head's man, do thine'office, F-28 
Iſab. Now, Godlay all thy finnes-vpon thy head, 
And finke thee with them, to infernall darkneſle, 
Thou teacher of the furies cru 
Card. O Madame teach your flfe a berter proper, 
This is- your lateſt houre, 
Iſab. He is-mine enemy; his oght. cormcrits mie, ay 
Iſhall not die in quiets.! |; 156! rr 4 24147, S 

Med. Tie be gone: off: with het head theres; 1445 

Tſab. Taki hon delight to torture tc 
' Such mercy find We wy =_ doome.. 

Sould. M Lord: here is a Frier de = airs 

To haue orgtreanieg Wh the en gs 

Rob. It is in priuatQ 5 Op uy Fri 1 Wed. . 
With ow of ap herarymites. ; Erie 0 oben; 

Card. Frier: in Gods'name wakionds.; oF . Robertoaſerydy. 

Rob, Lady;inſeemes your eycivtill zhedaine, re {fabetla, 1>.7 | 
Forgerfall of whas moſt ic hevild bel elf! (2372 wor's 5H Cn F 
Dogan promo mos harſh: v'1s |: 5 —R 29:3 912621 I 2A 

av, Holy S1r;]lo farre are gone OY "ay: 
ji take x opp ogra gong ug oy 


Rob... Beaze-record all, you-bleded Saintyjh hean'y, A 
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Icome not rocormenshecin yhy.dea deathe:ni cM ron; 4 | 4 
For of himſelfe hee's terriblee novghs i! oo os ( A8\_ 7 
But call to minde aLady like yin bike... 326611 2::-11-2806T 


And thinke how 1ll ho betpccing foule:! - ol 3::d 51 1-920 
Vpon the inſtant morrow of her paipnials;; lronil moat bm 
Apoſtalie and ne mare ef pmetuhaa ; vidordo3 T0 *| 
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_ The Inſutiat: Conttteſſi, 
Mixt in his feare of their obedicnce to him, 
- Suppoſe he ſung through famous /taly, . 

More common then the looſer ſongs of Petrarch : 

To euery ſcuerall Zazies inftrumenr, 

And he poore wretch, hoping ſome better fate, 

Might call her back from her Adulterate purpoſe : 

Lives in obſcure, and almoſt vnknowne life, 

Till hearing, that ſhe is condemn'd to die: 

For he once lou'd her, lends his pined corps, 

Motion to bring him to her ſtage of honour 

Where drown d in woe : at her fo diſmall chance, 

He claſpes her : thus he fals into atrance, 

Iſab. O my oftcuded Lord lift yp your eyes: 

But yet auert them from my loathed f1ghr, 

HadI with yquenioyed the lawfull pleafure, 

To which bclongs, nor feare, ner publique ſhame : 

I might hauc liu'd in honour, died in fame. 

Your pardon on my faulrring knees I begge: 

Which ſhall confirme more peace vnto my death, 

"Then all the graue inftruRions of the Church. 
Roh. Pardon belongs vnto my holy weeds, 

Freely thou haft it, farewell my [/abela. 

Let thy death ranſomne ti,y ſoule, O dic.a rare example, 

1 The kifſe thou gau'ſt,mein the Church, here take, | 

As Ileaue thee, fo thou the world forſake. Exit Roberts, 
Clay. Rare accident, ill welcome noble Lord: 

Madame, your executioner defires you to forgiue him, 

Iſab. Xes and giue him too, what muſt I do my friend? 
Executioner. Madame : ouely tic vp your haire, 
Iſab. O theſe golden nets, - 

Thar haue inſnar'd ſo many wanten youthes, 

Not one but has beene helda thrid of life, 

And ſuperſtitiouſly depended on, 

Now to the block, we muſt vaile : what elſe? 
Executioner. Madame: I muſt entreate you blind your cies; 
Ifab. I hauc lized too long in darknefſe my fiend 

 Andyet minc eyes with their Maieſticquelight, 

Haye got new Muſes, in a Poets ſpright. - 


They 


The Inf utiate Counteſſe. 
They haue beene more gazedat then the Ged of Day 4 
Their brightnes neuer could be flattered, 


Yet thou command'ſt a fixed cloud of Lawne, 
To eclipſe eternally theſe minutes of light, 


What clic ? 
Exeentioner. Now Madame, all's done, 

And when youpleaſe, Ile execute nry office, 
Iſab. We will be for thee ſtrait, 

Giue me your bleſſing my Lord Cardinall: 

Lord, Iam well prepar'd: 

Murder and Luſt, downe with my aſhes fincke: 

But like ingratefull ſecd periſh in earth,” 

That yeu may neuer ſpring againſt my ſoule, 

Like weeds to choake it in the heau'nly harueſt, 

I fall to riſe, mount to thy Maker, ſpirit, 

Leauc heere thy body, death haz her demeric, Strikes, 


Card, Ampboſt of Angels be thy conuoy hence, 
Med. To funerall with her body : and this Lords, 


None here (I hope) can taxe ys of iniuftice ; 


She died deſeruedly, and may like Fatc 
Attcnd all women ſo infatiate, Exennt omnes. 


Enter Amago, the Duke,the Watch and Senators. 


Dake Iam amazcd at this maze of wonder, 
Wherein no threed or clew preſents it ſelfe, 
*To winde vs from the obſcure paſſages: 
What ſayes my Nephew? | 
W:tch. Still reſolute my Lord, and doth confeſſe the theft, 
Dake Wee'l vic himlike a fellon, cut himoff, | 
For feare he doe pollute our ſounder parts, 
Yet why ſhould he ſteale, | | 
That isa loaden Vine? riches to him, | '® 
Were adding Sands int6 the Libian ſhoare, = 
1 Or farrelefſe charitic : What ſay the otherpriſoners? 
% Watch. Like men my Lord, fit for the other world, | 
They tak'c ypon their death, they ſlew your Nephew, | | 
Dw#ke And he is yet aliue : keepe them aſunder 


Wee may ſent out the wile, F 
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The Inſatiate Connteſſe, 


Enter CLARIDIANA aud ROGrERO bounds with 
4 Frier and Officers. | 


Rog, My friend; is it the rigor of the Law 
I ſhould be ryed thus hard, Tle yndergoe it : 
If nor, prethee then flacken; yet TI haue deſerw'd it 0 
This murder lies heauy on my conſcience. 
Clarid. Wedlocke, I here's my wedlocke;O whore, whore, 
whore, Frier. OSirbequallified, 
Clarid. Sir: I amto die a dogs death, and will ſaarle alitcle 
Art the old Signior, you are onely a Parentheſis, 
Which I will leaue out of my execrations : bur firlt 
To our quondam wiues, that makes ys cry our Vowels 
In red Capitall letters, Tov arecuckolds, O may 
Baſtard bearir:g with the panges of childbirth, be 
Doubled to him : may they haue cuer twins 
And be three weekes in trauell berweene, may rhey be, 
So Riuell'd with painting by that time they arc thirty, that it 
May be held a worke of condigne merit 
Bur to looke vpon 'em, may they liue, 
Toride in triumph in a dung-cart (too't: 
And be crown'd with all the odicus eeremoties belonging 
May the cucking ſtoole be their recreation, 
And a dungeon their dying chambecr : 
May they haue nineliues like a Cat, roendure this and more; 
May they be burnt for witches of a ſodaine: 
And laſtly, may the opinion of Philoſophers 
Proue true, that women haue no loules, 


Enter THArs, and ABIGAL, © 
Thats. What husband? at your prayers © ſeriouſly? | 
Clar. Yes: a few orifons; Frier, thou that ard b2tweens 
The ſoules of men and the deuill, 
Keepe theſe female fpirits away, 
Oc I willrenounce my faith elſe, 
Ab g.Oh busband,[I little tho! eht to ſee you in this taking, 
Rog. Q where, I little thought te ſee you irrrbis taking, . -/ 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe, 
T am gouernour of this Caftle of cornets, 
My graue will be ftumbl'd at, thou adultrate whore, 
I might haue liu'd like a Marchant, 
Abig. So you may ſtill husband, 
Rog. Peace, thou art very quicke with me, 
Abig. I by my faith, and fo Iam husband, 
Belike you know I am with child, 
Rog. A baſtard, a baſtard, a baſtard x 


And now I muſt dic like a Hanger on : 
Shew trickes vypon a wodden horle, 
And runne through an Alphabet of ſcuruic faces ; 
Do not expecta good looke from me. 
Abig. O me vnfortunate! 
Clay. O to thinke whillt weare ſinging the laſt Hymne, 


And ready to be turn'd off, 
Some new tune is inuenting, by ſome Metermonger, 
To a ſcuruy Ballad of our death. 

 Againe at our funerall Sermons, 
To haue the Diuine divide his Text into faire branches: 
Oh. fleſh and bloud cannot endure it, 
Yet I will take it patiently like a grave man : 
Hang-man tie not my halter of a true louers knot, 
I ſhall burRt ic if thou dooft, 


Thais. Husband, I do beſeech you on my knees, 


I may bur ſpeake with you, Lle win your pardon, 
Or with teares like Niobe, bed&wa, | 


Clar. Hold thy water Crocodile, and fay I am bound 


To do thee no harme : were I free, yet I could not 

Be looſer then thou : For thou art a whore, | 
Agamemnons daughter that was facrific'd 

For a good wind, felt but a blaſt of the torments 
Thou ſhould'ſt indure, I'de make thee ſwownd 
Oftner, then that fellow, that by his eontinuall praQtiſe, 
Hopes to become Drum Maior. 

What ſaift thou to tickling to death with bodkins? 

But thou haſt laught too much at me already, whore, 
Iuſtice, O Duke, and Jet me not hang in ſuſpence, 


I 2 Abig, 
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Abi. Husband : Ile naile meto the earth, > 
But Ile winne your pardon: | 
| My Iewels, Ioynture, all I have ſhallflic : 
Apparrell, bedding, Ile not leaue arugge, 
So you may come off fairely. 
Clarid. Ile come off fairely, Then beg my pardon, 
I had rather Chirurgions Hall ſhould beg my dead body 
For an Anatomie, then thou begge my life : 
Iuſtice,O Duke, and ler vs die. 
D-ke Signior, thinke, and dally not with heauen, 
Bur freely tell vs, did you doe the murther? 
Rogero. Thaue confeſtit tro my ghoRtly Father, 
And done the Sacrament of Penance for it: 
* What would your Highnefſe more? 
Clay, ThelikehaueT: what would your Highneſſe more? 
And heere before you all tak't on my death, 

Dake In Gods name then, on to the death with them, 
For the poore widdows that you leaue behinde, 

Though by the Law, their goods arcall confiſcate, 
Yer wee'l be their good Lord, and giue emthem, | 

Clar, O hell ofhels ! Why did not we hire ſome yillaine to 
fre our houſes? 

Rog. 1 thought not of that, 

My minde was altogether of the gallowes. 

Clar. May the wealth Tleaue behind me help to damne ber: 
And as the curſed fate of a Curtezan, | 
Whar ſhe gleanes with her traded art, 

Mzy one as a moſt due plague cheare from hir, 
In the laſt dotage of her tyred luſt, 
And leaucher an vrpittied age of woe, 

Rogero. Amen, Amen, 

Watch, ] never heard men pray more feruently, 

Roger. Ortiataman hadthe inflin& ofa Lion! 

He knows when the Lioncfle play's falſe to him: 
\ But theſe folaces, theſe women, CI 
They bring man to gray haires before he be thirtie : 
Yer they caft ourluch miſts of flattery from their breath, 
That a man's loſt again; ſure 1 fel into my mariage bed oo 
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Tike'theLeopard:wel,with ſober ejes would Thad auoided i 
Come graue ,and hide me from my blaſted fame, Exeunt ambs + 
O that thou could aſwell conceale my ſhame! with Officers. 

Thass Your pardon and your fauor,oracious Duke: ome 
At once we doc implore,that haue ſo long kneels 
Decciu'd your royall expeCtation, 
Aſlur'd that the comicke knitting vp, 

Will moue your ſplcene vnto the proper vſe 
Of mirth, your naturall inclination: 

And wipe away the watry coloured anget 
From your inforced checke : 

Faire Lord, beguile them, 

And yarcfau'd with a pleafing ſmile, 

Duke Now by my lite I doe: Faire Ladies tiſe, 
I n'ct d1d purpoſe any other end, 

To them and theſe deiignes, 


I was infornfd, 
Of ſome notorions errar, as I fate in judgement: 


And doe you hearc? theſe night-works require a Cars cies, 
To impierce deieCted darknes : call backe the priſoners, 
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Clar. Now what other troubled newes, Enter Clarid 
That we muft backe thus? and Rogers, 
Haz any Senator beg'd my pardon, with Officers, 


Vpon my wifes proftitution to him, " 
Rog. What a ſpit s this! I had kept if my breath of purpoſe, 
Thinking to goe away the quieter, and mult wenow backe? 
Duke Since you are to dir, wee'l giue you winding ſheetes, 
Wherein you ſhall be ſhcowded aliue, 
By which we winde out all cheſe miſeries, 
Segnior Rogers, beſtow a while your eye, - 
Andreade here of your true wiues chaltitie. Gizes hins a letter. 
_ Rog. Chaltitie! Ile ſooner expeCta leluites recantation, 
Or the great Turkes conuer(10n, then her chaſtitie. 
Pardon, my Liege, I wil: not truſt minecies : 
Women and Diuels will deceive the wile, 
Duke The like fr is apparant on your fide, To tother. 
Cler. Who, my wite chaſte ! haz your Grace your ſence? 


Le ſooner belecue 
"7 I ; $ 


Ms _— co, ! 


AE - 4e# —The In[ a414Fe ( ounteſſe. 
” "A coniurer may fay hisprayers with zeale, 
| Then ber honeſty, Had ſhe beene an Hermaphrodite 
\ I would ſcarce haue giuen credite to you, 
Let him that hath drunke loues drug: truſt a woman, 
By heau'n, I thinke, tne aire is not more common, 
Duke. Then we impoſe a fſtrickt command vpon you; 
On your Allegeance, reade what there is writ. 
Clar. A writ of errour on my life, my Liege. 
Dake. You'll finde it ſoI feare. 
Cla.What haue we here,the Art of Brachigraphy? Looks on't. 
Thais. He's ſtung already,as if his eyes were turn'd on Per- 
ſes ſhield, 
There motion js fixt, like to the poole of Stix. 
Abig. Yonders our flames, and from the hollow Arches, 
Of his quicke eyes, comes commet traines of fire : | 
Burſting like hidden furies,from their Canes, Reads, 
Your's till he ſleepe, the lecepe of all 
The world, Rogere. 
Rog, Marry and that Lethargie ſeize you, read.againe, 
Clar, Thy ſeruant ſo made by his ſtars, Rogers, Reads againe. 
A fire on your wandring ftarres Rogers. | 
Rog. Sathan, why baſt thourempted my wife? To Clarid, 
Clay. Peace, ſeducer, I am branded in the fore-head 
- With your ſtarre-marke, May the ſtars drop vpon thee, 
And with their ſulphure vapours choake thee, e're rhou 
Come at the Gallowes, 
Rog. Stretch not ray patience /ahomer. 
Clar, Termagant, that will ſtretch thy patience. 
Rog. Had I knowne this I would haue poylon'd thee inthe 
Chalice, 
This morning, when we recejued the Sacrament. (ter, 
Clar. Slaue,know'ſt thou this?'tis an Appendix to the Let 
But the'greater temptation is hidden within, 
I will ſcowre thy gorge like a Hawk:thou ſhalt ſwallow thine 
owne ſtone in this letter, They buſtle. 
Scal'd and deliuered in the preſence of, | 
Duke. Keepe them aſunder, lift to vs,we command, 
Clar. O violcut villaine, is not thy hand hereto? 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe, - 
And writin R_ to _ thy raging luſt? A 
Thats.Spice of anew halter, when you go arangiro ; 
Deuils, 129 you might "Id 37 4 as bo do. S thwolilkd 
Rog. Thus 'tis tolye with another mans wife ; 
He ſhall be fiſfe to heate on'r againe, 
But we are friends, ſweete ducke, K1ſe her 
And this ſhall be my maxime all my life, | 
M AN neuer happy is till in a wife, 
Clar. Heere ſunke our hate lower then any whirle-poole 
And this chaſte kifſe I giue thee for thy care. - Kiſſe. . 
That fame of women bf as Wile as faire, | 
Dake. You haue ſau'd vsa labour in your loue, 
But Gentlemen, why ftood you ſo prepoſtrouſly> 
Would you haue head-long runtoinfamy, : 
In ſo defam'd a dearh? | ; 
Rog. O my Leige,I had ratherrore to death with Phileris 
Bull, then Darins-like, to: haue. one of my Wings ex:cend-'to 
Atlas, tbe other to Erropa. 01:10; [2 8 
Whatis a Cuckovld, learne of me,  : 
Few can tell his pedigree, . 
Nor his ſubrill nature conſeer, 
Borne a man, but dies a moniter, 
Yet great Antiquaries fay , 
They ſpring from our erhſala, 
Wi after Noabs floud was fonnd, 
To haue his Creſt withbranchescrown'd, 
God in Edens happy ſhade, 
This ſame creature made : 
Then to cur off all miſtaking, 
Cuckolds are of womens making, 
From whole ſnares, go0d Lord deliver ys, 
Clary. Amen, Amen, 
Before I would proue a Cuckold, Iwould indure a winters 
pilgrimage in the Frozen Zone, 
Goe ſtarkenaked through Muſcouia, where the Climate is 9, 
degrees colder then Ice, 


thus much to all marryed men, 


yy Ice great reaſon why 
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The Inſatiate Counteſſe, 

Lone ſhould marry Tealouſfic : 
Since mans beſt of life is fame , 
He had neede preſcrue the ſame, 
When'tis in a womans keeping, 
Let not Argos cies be ſleeping. 
The pox is vnto Panders giuen 7 
By the better pow:rs of heauen, 
That conrtaines pure chaftitie, 

Andeach virgin ſouerajgnetic, , 
Wantonly ſhe op't and loſt: 

Gift whereof, a god might boaſt, 
Therefore, ſhould't thou Diana wed, 
Yer be icalougof her bed. | 

+ Du. Night, like a Maske,is entred heauens great Hall, 
With thouland torches vſhering the way: 


To Kiſs will we conſecrate this Euening, 
Like Aſerms cheating of the bracke. 


Weelmake this nightthe day, Faircioyes befall 
V's and our Ations, Art you pleaſedall? Exevt emvge. 
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